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Introduction 


AULINE SMITH WAS BORN IN 
the Little Karoo, a name which to most 
people will convey nothing. Now the Little 
Karoo is a region of the veld in Cape Colony. 
It stretches east and west, high above the sea- 
level, immediately south of the Zwartberg 
Mountains. I do not know how long it is, nor 
does Pauline Smith, nor have I attempted 
to measure it out on the map; but it is very 
long, and very wide, and if I had been a 
war-correspondent in the South African War, 
or a star-reporter, I should have referred 
to the ‘illimitable’ veld. The Little Karoo is 
not illimitable. However, it is vast, and cer- 
tainly not little save in comparison with the 
Great Karoo, which lies north of the Zwart- 
berg Mountains, and with which I am not 
concerned. 
The Little Karoo is a plain (with everywhere 
prospects of magnificent mountain ranges) upon 
which are cultivated vines, tobacco, grain, and 
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especially ostriches, but only in rare patches — 
where water can be persuaded out of the earth. 
This water is brackish; for drinking-water the 
inhabitants have to depend on rain hoarded in 
tanks; happily there is rain, and happily the 
rainwater will keep sweet for six months. The 
inhabitants are chiefly Dutch (some of French 
descent), with a few English and Scots of the 
hardier sort. The main thing about the Little 
Karoo is the distances which separate the ham- 
lets one from another; these distances are mag- 
nified by the primitive means of transport. Up 
to a dozen years ago the whole transport of the 
Little Karoo was conducted by ox-waggons, 
Cape carts, donkey-waggons, mules and horses 
— the ox-waggon being the ship of the Karoo. 
Anybody who has seen an ox walk can judge 
the sobriety and moderation of the movement; 
anybody who hasn’t, can’t. 

Cape Town, the capital of South Africa, is an 
important place, and I would say naught to 
diminish its importance; but since even to-day 
it counts barely a hundred thousand citizens, 
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the citizens of the big towns of Britain and 
the United States are not likely to be over- 
impressed by its prestige. Nevertheless, in the 
eyes of the Little Karoo its prestige was and is 
enormous, and the inhabitants of the Little 
Karoo have to visit the humming, bewildering 
metropolis sometimes. How do they reach it? 
Up to as late as 1913 the favourite way for the 
English colonists was to trek first to Mossel 
Bay and then to take ship, the voyage lasting in 
good weather a day and a night —and in bad 
weather any number of days. But to get to 
Mossel Bay the travellers had to cross the 
Outeniqua Mountains, with passes of extreme 
steepness; the old Cradock Pass, abandoned 
many years ago, was so steep that the oxen 
would ascend the final slopes on their knees, and 
when the oxen could not get up even on their 
knees the men would take the waggons to 
pieces and carry them piece by piece over the 
summits. As for the Dutch, the South African 
descendants of this historic seafaring race would 
never trust themselves to the sea; they went to 
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Cape Town by land, and the journey occupied 
days and days. 

Such were the conditions in the not very dis- 
tant days in which most of the Little Karoo 
tales are set. The colonists, as you will gather 
from Pauline Smith’s pictures of them, have the 
characteristics which you would expect from a 
people so situated. They are simple, astute, 
stern, tenacious, obstinate, unsubduable, strong- 
ly prejudiced, with the most rigid standards 
of conduét —from which standards the human 
nature in them is continually falling away, 
with fantastic, terrific, tragic, or quaintly comic 
consequences. They are very religious and very 
dogmatically so. They make money and save 
it. Lastly, they enjoy a magnificent climate, 
which of course intensifies their passionate love 
of the Karoo. 

Miss Smith’s father was an Englishman born 
in China, and her mother is a Scotswoman from 
Aberdeenshire. The hamlet of Oudtshoorn, on 
the banks of the Grobelaars and Oliphants 
rivers, was her birthplace. She had the advan- 
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tage, from the novelist’s point of view, of pass- 
ing her most impressionable years amid the 
pristine civilization of the Little Karoo, for 
Oudtshoorn lay in the heart of the Little Karoo; 
it was then a small village, and much of its 
commerce was carried on by means of barter. 
Also the faét that her father was a doctor of 
medicine — the first London M.D. to settle in 
the Little Karoo—with a distri€t as big as 
several counties, must have been an advantage 
to her. The doétor has contacts with the popu- 
lation denied to all other professions save the 
religious, and these contaéts must exercise a 
powerful but indireét influence upon his chil- 
dren. The remoteness of Oudtshoorn may be 
gauged from the detail that in earlier days it had 
no resident minister; the communion service 
was only an annual event. At the period of these 
stories Oudtshoorn had achieved a resident 
minister and a quarterly communion service. 
On the veld Pauline Smith was taught by 
governesses. At the age of twelve she migrated 
to England to be educated. An early age to 
II 
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leave an environment, but the impressions had 
been made — deep, intense, lasting. The young 
girl carried away with her sufficient material for 
a lifetime of writing. And since, on more than 
one occasion, she has refreshed and strength- 
ened her knowledge of Karoo life on the spot, 
Oudtshoorn rapidly developed, and is now the 
most important station of the railway line be- 
tween Port Elizabeth and Cape Town. 

Miss Smith’s first literary work was done at 
school — sketches of Karoo life for children; 
not much prescience was needed to see that the 
author of these sketches would soon be produc- 
ing sketches of Karoo life for adults. Her first 
published work, however, dealt with Scottish 
life, and appeared in that great organ of North 
Britain, The Aberdeen Free Press. ‘Thencefor- 
ward Miss Smith wrote exclusively about the 
Little Karoo. Her work in periodicals received 
little notice until Mr. Middleton Murry pub- 
lished The Pain in his monthly review, The 
Adelphi. The Pain was instantly greeted, from 
various parts of the world, as something very 
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fine; and I, perhaps the earliest wondering 
admirer of her strange, austere, tender, and ruth- 
less talent, had to answer many times the ques- 
tion: “Who is Pauline Smith?’ I would reply: 
‘She is a novelist.’ ‘What are her novels?’ came 
the inquiry. “She hasn’t written any yet,’ I 
would say, “but she will.’ It is no part of my 
business here to appraise the gifts of Pauline 
Smith. The reader will decide for himself 
whether or not she has unusual originality, 
emotional power, sense of beauty, moral back- 
bone. 
This is her first book. 
ARNOLD BENNETT 
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LL THEIR MARRIED, CHILDLESS 

life of nearly fifty years Juriaan van Royen 
and his wife Deltje had lived in the Aangenaam 
valley in lands that he hired from Mijnheer 
van der Wenter of Vergelegen. 

His lands lay an hour by foot from the Verge- 
legen homestead, on a little plateau on the 
mountain-side facing the north and the sun. 
The soil was poor and thin, and of all the poor 
men working hired lands in the Aangenaam 
valley Juriaan was one of the poorest. He was 
a tall, thin, loosely built man, slow and quiet in 
his speech, and slow and quiet in his move- 
ments. His lanky dust-coloured hair, fading 
with age instead of turning grey, and worn 
long like a Tak-Haar Boer’s from the Trans- 
vaal, gave him a wild and unkempt look that 
seemed but to accentuate his gentleness of 
heart. For his wife Deltje his tenderness had 
increased with age, and, lately, with her pain. 
The little old woman, plump and round, with 
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skin as soft and smooth as a child’s, and a 
quiet, never-failing cheerfulness of spirit in 
spite of her pain, was dearer to him now than 
she had been as his bride. As his bride she had 
come to him up in the mountains from the 
harsh service of Mevrouw du Toit of Leeuw 
Kraal with but the clothes she wore and her 
Bible tied up in a red-and-white handkerchief. 
Mevrouw’s eyes had been weak, and to save 
her mistress’s eyes Deltje as a young girl had 
been taught to read. Juriaan could neither 
read nor write, and when on their marriage 
night Deltje had opened her Bible and read to 
him it had seemed to him that no music in all 
the world could be so beautiful as this. In old 
age her voice had become thin as a bird’s, but 
her reading was still beautiful to him. Their 
years of poverty, which might have embittered 
them, their childlessness, which might have 
driven them apart, had but drawn them closer 
together, and it was together that they now 
faced Deltje’s pain. And to them both, because 
all their lives they had been healthy, Deltje’s 
16 
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pain was like a thing apart: a mysterious 
and powerful third person who, for incom- 
prehensible reasons, clutched at Deltje’s side 
and forced her to lie helpless for hours on 
the low wooden bedstead in the little bed- 
room. 

The three-roomed mud-walled house in which 
the old couple lived stood close to a small 
stream behind a row of peach-trees. Every 
year from these trees they took a thankoffering 
of dried fruit to the Thanksgiving at Har- 
monie, and year by year they had beaten the 
stones of the peaches into the earthen floor of the 
living-room. Every morning Deltje sprinkled 
this floor with clear water from the stream and 
swept it with a stiff besom. The floors of the 
kitchen and bedroom she smeared regularly 
with a mixture of cow-dung and ashes called 
mist. "The little house smelt always of mist, of 
strong black coffee, the beans of which were 
ground with peas to make it go farther, and of 
griddle cakes baked in the ashes of the open fire 
in the kitchen. 
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The living-room, with its three chairs strung 
with thongs of leather, its table scrubbed a 
bright yellow with the yellow-bush that grew 
on the mountain-side, and its gaily painted 
waggon-box, was a small square room with a 
half-door opening on to the yard behind the 
peach-trees. This was the only door the house 
possessed, for the doorways between the living- 
room and the kitchen and the living-room and 
the bedroom were empty. The partition wall, 
built like the outer walls of mud, did not go up 
to the reed-and-thatch roof, but ended, within 
reach, in a flat ledge on which pumpkins, 
twisted rolls of tobacco, little bags of seed, bars 
of home-made soap and water-candles, and 
various odds and ends were stored. From the 
rafters hung cobs of dried mealies, and just 
outside the door was the worn mealie-stamper, 
cut out of a tree-trunk and shaped like an hour- 
glass, in which the mealies were pounded into 
meal. There was one window, in the wall 
opposite the half-door. It had no glass, and 
was closed by an unpainted wooden shutter. 
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Built into the wall between the living-room and 
the bedroom were three small shelves, and here 
Deltje kept their few treasures: her Bible, two 
cups and saucers, thick and heavy, with roses 
like red cabbages around them, a little pink 
mug, with “A Present for a Good Girl’ in letters 
of gold on one side of the handle and a golden 
Crystal Palace on the other, a green and red- 
crocheted wool mat, a black-bordered funeral 
card in memory of Mijnheer van der Wen- 
ter’s mother, an ostrich egg, and a small box 
lined with blue satin and covered with rows 
of little shells round an inch-square mirror. 
This was the pride of their simple hearts, and 
these, after fifty years of life together, were 
their treasures. 

It was on the uppermost of the three shelves 
that for over a year now Deltje had kept the 
little bottles of “Grandmother’s Drops’ which, 
from time to time, Juriaan had got for her from 
the Jew-woman’s store at Harmonie, for the 
pain in her side. At first the drops had seemed 
definitely to relieve Deltje’s pain, to baffle the 
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mysterious third person who caused it, and 
even when the attacks became more frequent 
and more violent the faith of both Deltje and 
Juriaan had persisted because of the printed 
word on the wrapper. But in the month of 
January Juriaan’s faith at last was shaken. In 
that month of long hot days there came a 
succession of attacks which exhausted all 
the remaining drops and left Deltje weak and 
helpless as an infant on the low wooden bed. 
And leaving her there Juriaan went down 
in haste to the Jew-woman’s store at Har- 
monie. 

When Juriaan reached the little white-washed 
store, with the sign ‘Winkel’ printed crookedly 
with a blue-bag over its door, he found there 
Piet Deiselmann, the transport-rider between 
Platkops dorp and Princestown village. Piet 
Deiselmann, eager, impetuous, a Platkops man 
who was full of pride for Dutch Platkops and 
contempt for English Princestown, was speak- 
ing to the old Jew-woman and her grandson of 
the new hospital which had lately been opened 
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in Platkops dorp, and of which Juriaan up in 
the mountains had never heard before. The 
hospital was the first to be built in the Little 
Karoo, and it was Dutch Platkops that had 
built it. In Princestown, said Piet Deiselmann 
contemptuously, men might still die by hun- 
dreds for want of a hospital, but in Platkops 
there was now no need to suffer pain. One 
went to the Platkops hospital so ill that one had 
to be carried there, and one left it leaping and 
praising the Lord. 

All that Piet Deiselmann said of the hospital 
filled Juriaan, with Deltje’s damp twisted face 
always before him, with a strange agitation of 
hope, wonder, and fear. For long he dared not 
speak. But at last, in a voice that quavered and 
broke, he asked: 

‘And must a man then be rich to go to the 
hospital in Platkops dorp?’ 

‘Rich!’ cried Piet Deiselmann. ‘Rich? Let a 
man be so poor as he can be to live and at the 
hospital they will take him in.’ 

‘Our Father!’ said Juriaan in wonder. ‘Our 
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Father!’ And it was as if, staring at the trans- 
port-rider, he already saw Deltje, her round, 
soft, childish face alight with joy, leaping and 
praising the Lord on the hospital stoep. 
Juriaan went back to the mountains and found 
Deltje as he had left her on the feather bed. He 
poured out some drops for her, made some 
strong black coffee and brought it to her with a 
little black bread, and then sitting down on a 
low stool by her side spoke of the hospital in 
Platkops dorp. All that Piet Deiselmann had 
said he repeated, and in his slow quiet speech 
everything Piet Deiselmann had said seemed 
to gain a greater significance. And holding 
Deltje’s hand in his he told her how he would 
put the feather bed in the ox-cart, and his reed- 
and-canvas tent over the cart, and his love, his 
heart, the joy of his life, would lie there like a 
bird in its nest; and so carefully as if it were the 
very Ark of the Lord that he were driving he 
would take her in to the hospital in Platkops 
dorp and her pain would be cured... . He 
spoke as Piet Deiselmann had done of men 
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leaping and praising the Lord, and so great was 
now their faith in everything that Piet Deisel- 
mann had said that it was as if within their old 
and worn bodies their hearts were already leap- 
ing and praising Him. 

Early the next morning the old man began his 
preparations for the journey. He went first up 
to the kraal on the mountain-side where Jafta 
Nicodemus, the Vergelegen shepherd, kept his 
master’s flocks, and it was settled that for some 
rolls of tobacco Jafta would take charge of his 
goats and his hens. His lands he must leave to 
God. He went back to the house, and stretch- 
ing an old sail-cloth across a bamboo frame 
fixed this tent to his ox-cart. Under the cart he 
tied the big black kettle and the three-legged 
pot which were their only cooking utensils. 
He filled a small water-cask from the stream 
and tied that also below the cart. He brought 
out the painted waggon-box and fixed it in front 
ofthe cart for a seat. In the box was their 
small store of provisions: biltong, a small bag 
of coffee, a kid-skin full of dried rusks, meal for 
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griddle cakes, and the salted ribs of a goat 
recently killed. Behind the cart he tied some 
bundles of forage, and below the forage dangled 
a folding stool. On the floor of the cart he 
spread the feather bed, pillows and blankets for 
Deltje’s nest. 

When all was ready, and the two plough-oxen 
were inspanned, Deltje came out to the cart. 
She wore her black calico Sacrament gown and 
sunbonnet, and on her stockingless feet were 
veldschoen which Juriaan himself had made 
for her. She carried in her hand a red cotton 
handkerchief, sprinkled with white moons, in 
which were her Bible, the Present for a Good 
Girl, and the little satin-lined, shell-covered 
box. Excitement, or the drops, had eased for 
the time her pain, and her round, smooth, inno- 
cent face was alight with her faith in the Al- 
mighty, her faith in the hospital, and her faith 
in Juriaan. And as Juriaan helped her into the 
cart he called her again by those tender, beauti- 
ful, and endearing names which were the 
natural expression of his love. 
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The journey to Platkops dorp by ox-cart from 
Vergelegen took three nights and the greater 
part of three days. They travelled slowly be- 
cause of Deltje’s pain, and with frequent out- 
spans to rest their oxen. From Vergelegen to 
Harmonie all was familiar to them, but not for 
many years had they been farther afield than 
Harmonie, and even in the blazing January 
heat the straight grey road through the brown 
parched veld, with far-lying homesteads in 
bare parched lands, was full of interest to them. 
At night, when the oxen moved steadily for- 
ward with a rhythm that the darkness accented, 
or when they outspanned and the flames of 
Juriaan’s fire danced to the stars above them, 
their hearts were filled with a quiet content. 
And before them, day and night, they saw not 
the grey stone building which Piet Deiselmann 
had described, but a golden wonder like the 
Crystal Palace on Deltje’s mug. And to this 
golden wonder, this haven of refuge for the 
sick and suffering, they clung with unwavering 
faith through those desperate hours when 
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Deltje, like some gentle dumb animal, lay 
damp and twisted in the sweat and agony of 
her pain. 

It was towards midday on the fourth day of 
their journey that they reached Platkops dorp, a 
long straggling village on the east bank of the 
Ghamka river. Its low, white-washed thatched 
houses stood back from the wide Hoeg Straat 
in gardens or green lands sloping down to the 
river. ‘The street was lined with poplars, wil- 
lows, and giant eucalyptus trees, and one looked 
up this green avenue to the Zwartkops Moun- 
tains or down it to the Teniquotas. North, 
south, east, and west the Platkops plain was 
bounded by mountain ranges, and the village 
lay in the heart of the plain. The hospital was 
the only building on the west bank of the river, 
and was one of the few houses built of stone. It 
had as yet no trees, no garden, and no green 
lands around it, but stood, grey and new, with 
even its yard unenclosed, in the open veld. 
It did not look in the least like the Crystal 
Palace on Deltje’s mug, but faith, hope, and 

26 


DH Es PA TN 


the tears which dimmed their eyes as they 
came within sight of it made that bare build- 
ing, surrounded by a wide stoep, beautiful to 
the old couple. They crossed the river by the 
nearest drift and drove slowly across the veld 
towards it. 

When Juriaan and Deltje reached the hospital 
steps the building was already closed and shut- 
tered for the midday heat, and beyond the 
creaking of the ox-cart, and the slow ‘Our 
Father! Our Father!’ breathed by the old man 
as he gazed around him, all was silence. The 
closed doors and shutters, the empty stoep, upon 
which they had expected to see men and 
women, cured of their pain, leaping and prais- 
ing God, did not shake their faith, as the faith 
of others might have been shaken, in Piet 
Deiselmann’s report. That burning midday 
silence was for them but the Peace of God, and 
with the unquestioning patience of poverty and 
old age they awaited in it whatever was to befall 
them. 

It was the matron who, half an hour later, 
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found the ox-cart at the stoep steps. The 
matron was a kindly, capable, middle-aged 
woman who spoke both English and Dutch. 
Juriaan, holding his soft, wide-brimmed hat in 
his hand, answered her questions humbly. He 
was Juriaan van Royen, seventy-five years old, 
working lands on Mijnheer van der Wenter’s 
farm of Vergelegen in the Aangenaam valley, 
and in the cart there, in a nest that he had made 
for her of the feather bed and pillows, was his 
wife Deltje, seventy years, come to be cured of 
the pain dn her side. .o4 

The matron turned from the old man, so wild 
and unkempt, so humble and so gentle, to the 
patient suffering little old woman seated with 
her bundle on the feather bed. With Juriaan’s 
help she lifted Deltje out of the cart, and to- 
gether the old couple followed her up the steps to 
her office. Here she left them, and in that quiet 
darkened room they sat on a couch together 
like children, hand in hand. They did not 
speak, but now and then the old man, drawing 
his wife towards him, would whisper that she 
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was his dove, his pearl, his rose of the moun- 
tains, and the light of his eyes. 

When the matron returned she brought with 
her a young pleasant-faced nurse. Nurse 
Robert, she explained, would take Deltje to the 
women’s ward, and here, on his afternoon 
round, the doctor would examine her. Juriaan, 
she said, must await the doétor’s report, and 
had better drive his cart round to the side of the 
hospital and outspan. Afterwards he might go 
back to his lands in the Aangenaam valley, or 
across the river to his friends in Platkops dorp. 
... It was now that for the first time the old 
couple realized that the hospital was to part 
them, and that Deltje’s cure was not to be 
immediate. God knows what the little old 
woman thought as, clinging to the red-and-white 
handkerchief which held her Bible, her mug, 
and her shell-covered box, she was led meekly 
away by the nurse; but for Juriaan it was as if 
the end of the world had come. Stunned and 
shaken, groping his way like a man suddenly 
blinded in paths that are strange to him, he 
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went out into the dazzling sunshine and out- 
spanned. 

It was not until after coffee-time — but the old 
man had had no heart for coffee-making — that 
Juriaan was sent for to the matron’s office, 
where the doctor was waiting for him. The 
doftor was an Englishman, and that he had 
settled in Dutch Platkops when he might have 
settled in English Princestown was a fact never 
forgotten by Platkops and never forgiven by 
Princestown. With the old man_ standing 
humbly before him he explained now, in slow 
careful Dutch, the nature of Deltje’s pain. It 
was a bad pain. Such a pain in a younger 
woman might perhaps be cured, but for an old 
woman there was no cure, only a treatment that 
for a time might ease it. If Juriaan would leave 
his wife for some weeks in the hospital all that 
could be done for her the do¢étor would do, and 
it might be that after some weeks she would be 
well enough to go back again to the Aange- 
naam valley. It was for Juriaan himself to say 
whether she should stay, and it was for Juriaan 


30 


THE PAALN 


to say whether, in the meantime, he would go 
back to his lands on the mountain-side or to his 
friends in Platkops dorp. 

The old man thanked the doétor, and in the 
quiet measured speech which gave weight and 
dignity to all he said, answered that if it was in 
the hospital that the doctor could ease Deltje’s 
pain it was in the hospital that she must stay. 
As for himself, he could not go back to the 
Aangenaam valley without his love, his life, his 
dear one. Nor could he go to his friends in 
Platkops dorp, for he had none there. He was 
a stranger to Platkops dorp. All his life had he 
lived on the mountain-side in the Aangenaam 
valley, and fifty years had his little dove lived 
with him. If it was not the will of the Lord 
that she should be cured of her pain, let the 
doétor do what he could to ease it, and let 
him, of his goodness and mercy, give Juriaan 
leave to camp out in the veld by the hos- 
pital to be near her until he could take her 
home. ... 

The doétor turned to the matron and 
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said briefly: ‘Let him stay. Take him to 
her.’ 

Juriaan followed the matron out of the office 
down a long, bare passage, which ended in a 
long, bare, bright room. In this room were six 
narrow white beds. By the side of each bed was 
a well-scrubbed locker, and above each bed 
hung a plain white card. The floor was as 
white as were the lockers, and this bright, 
bare cleanliness was all that at first the old 
man could grasp. Presently he saw that in 
three of the beds were women, wearing little 
white frilled caps that made them look like 
babies. And slowly it dawned upon him that 
one of these women, one of these babies, was 
Deltje. 

At the sight of Deltje’s smooth, round, inno- 
cent face set off so oddly by the little frilled cap, 
Juriaan forgot the strangeness of that strange 
room, forgot the white-capped heads in the other 
beds, forgot the matron standing by his side. 
He saw only his love, his joy, his treasure. And 
kneeling down by her side he drew her two 
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brown hands into his and held them close 
against his breast. 

That night, for the first time since their mar- 
riage, Juriaan and Deltje lay apart. For the old 
man there was neither rest nor sleep. For long 
he watched the lights in Platkops dorp 
twinkling across the river, and for long after 
those lights died out he watched the stars above 
him. He lay now on the feather bed in the cart, 
and now on the hard ground beneath it. He 
wandered like a ghost round the silent hospital 
buildings and came back to the ox-cart with a 
pain that brought tears to his eyes, though he 
could trace it to no definite part of his body 
whatever. He did not now cry ‘Our Father! 
Our Father!’ for help. The silence of the 
night, the silence of the grey stone building 
which held his little dove, his pearl, was still for 
him the silence of the Peace of God. But it was 
of a God withdrawn as if for ever from his 
reach. 

For Deltje, too, the night was endless. For 
the first time in her life she lay, not in her shift 
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and petticoats on a feather bed, but in a cotton 
nightgown on a narrow mattress. The unac- 
customed freedom of her limbs made that nar- 
row bed wide and empty as a desert to her. And 
when she slept, in short broken snatches be- 
tween attacks of pain, it was to dream that 
Juriaan lay dead by her side and that she pressed 
against his cold body for comfort and warmth 
in vain. When morning came it was not the 
pain in Deltje’s side that made life a mystery to 
the old couple. It was the pain in both their 
hearts. 

Through the long, hot days, and the hot, still, 
moonlit nights that followed, the loneliness of 
the old people, and for Juriaan the sense of a 
God withdrawn, steadily increased. The ways 
of the hospital, the order and routine necessary 
for the running of it, remained to the end in- 
comprehensible to them both. For fifty years 
on their mountain-side in the Aangenaam val- 
ley life had been for them as simple as were their 
daily needs, as humble as were their hearts. In 
this new and bewildering world the kindness of 
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the English doétor, of the matron, and of the 
nurse reached them only as the kindness of 
human beings reaches the suffering of dumb 
animals. On neither side was there, nor could 
there be, complete understanding. The doé¢tor 
and the matron might know all that was to be 
known about the pain in Deltje’s side. About 
the pain in her heart and in Juriaan’s they knew 
nothing. And from the inquisitiveness of the 
other patients in the ward the little old woman 
shrank with a gentle timidity which increased 
her isolation. 

Alone among strangers in that bright, bare 
room Deltje would lie, quiet and uncomplain- 
ing, thinking of her house on the mountain- 
side: of the warmth and comfort of the feather 
bed in the little bedroom that smelt so pleas- 
antly of mist: of the wooden shutter, held by a 
leather thong, which creaked with the lightest 
of mountain breezes: of the peach-stone floor, 
with patches of sunlight crossing it from the 
open half-door: of the peach-trees by the little 
stream that never once in fifty years bad failed 
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them: of fruit-drying for the Thanksgiving: of 
the Thanksgiving service in front of the church 
door at Harmonie, when Juriaan, bareheaded 
among the men, would smile across to her 
among the women: of the journey home again 
and the first glimpse that came to one down in 
the valley road of the little brown-walled house 
perched high up on the mountain-side by the 
peach-trees and the stream. ... 

With his own hands had Juriaan built that 
house for her. For fifty years had the little 
stream quenched their thirst, and now they 
drank of a strange, lifeless water stored in tanks. 
For fifty years had they slept side by side in the 
little room with the friendly creaking shutter, 
and now they lay apart. ... What was it that 
had brought them here? The pain in her side. 
... But she had now no pain in her side. All 
her pain was now in her heart. Every day she 
would insist to the nurse that she had now no 
pain in her side. And the nurse would laugh, 
jerk her head a little to one side, and say : ‘Am 
I then a child? Wait a little, Tanta! Wait a 
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little! It is for me to say when you have no pain 
in your side!’ Of the pain in her heart she spoke 
only to Juriaan, when, in the evenings, he sat 
with her for half an hour. ... 

The old man had made his camp on that side 
of the hospital in which the women’s ward lay, 
and from her bed Deltje could see the smoke of 
his fire as it rose into the still, hot, clear air. 
He seldom left the camp except to wander dis- 
consolate round the hospital buildings, or out 
into the veld to attend to his oxen. T'wice a day 
he sat for a little with Deltje in the ward, and 
in her thin, clear voice she would read to him 
from her Bible. But nothing that she read in 
that bright, bare room, smelling so strangely 
of disinfectants, brought comfort to his soul. 
His God was still withdrawn. Night and day 
the pain in his heart gave him no peace. He 
lived like a man in a trance. Once he was 
sent across the river to Platkops dorp. He 
saw there, in the windows of the shops in the 
Hoeg Straat, such things as he never before 
had seen and was never to see again, but they 


Si 


hE PAN 


made no impression on his mind whatever. 
He passed down the Hoeg Straat as if in a 
dream of unbearable sadness and never re- 
visited it. 

It was the young, pleasant-faced Nurse Robert 
who had sent Juriaan in to Platkops dorp. To 
her there still remained the bright, hard self- 
confidence of youth, and in Juriaan and Deltje 
she saw only two aged innocents whose affairs 
it was her duty, and certainly her pleasure, to 
control. Her management of them, she was 
convinced, was for their good, and in all she 
did for them there was a certain brusque kindli- 
ness. It was she who answered for Deltje when 
the doctor made his daily round, and though 
even to the dodtor Deltje would timidly protest 
that she had now no pain in her side her pro- 
tests were drowned in the brisk common sense 
of the nurse. It was Nurse Robert, too, who 
timed Juriaan’s visit to his wife, and who, on 
occasions, shooed him out of the ward like a hen. 
And, humble and gentle as they were, the aged 


innocents were unaccustomed to any control 
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beyond that love of God and of each other which 
up on the mountain-side had ruled their simple 
lives. This brisk, bright, personal interference 
bewildered them as nothing else in the hospital 
did. They came to resent it. They came to fear 
the pleasant-faced nurse as they had never before 
feared any other human being. She stood be- 
tween them and the do¢tor: between them and 
the matron: and, by her refusal to allow that 
Deltje’s pain was cured and her return to the 
Aangenaam valley possible, between them and 
everything that made life dear. With her brisk, 
bright contempt for the Aangenaam valley, and 
her praise for everything that Platkops, by con- 
trast, produced, even to its rain-water, she drove 
them into a bewildered silence, and at last to 
flight. 

It was the rain-water that, for the old couple, 
brought the pain in their hearts to its quiet and 
unnoticed crisis. In Platkops dorp the water in 
the furrows and rivers was so brackish that in 
marshy lands the ground had always a thin 
white coating of salt, and for drinking purposes 
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rain-water was stored in iron tanks. For this 
water Deltje had what Nurse Robert considered 
an unreasonable distaste. It was in fact the 
gentle uncomplaining little old woman’s one 
whimsy, and as the days passed and, though 
neither she nor Juriaan realized it, as her weak- 
ness increased, her mind dwelt more and more 
on the brown bubbling mountain stream which 
for fifty years had quenched her thirst. There 
came a day when in her weakness her talk wan- 
dered brokenly from the stream by the peach- 
trees to the well of Bethlehem, and from 
David’s cry for the water of that well, to the 
River of Water of Life. ... Juriaan sitting 
helpless by her side felt that his heart must 
break with its sorrow, that his body must die of 
the dull heavy pain that possessed it... . And 
slowly, through his suffering, his mind came to 
its deliberate resolve. 

When Nurse Robert ordered Juriaan out of 
the ward that evening the old man left by the 
French door close to Deltje’s bed. In those hot 
January nights this door was left open, and only 
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the outer shutters were closed. The catch of 
these, Juriaan knew, could be raised from the 
outside with a knife. He knew also that Deltje’s 
clothes had been folded away into the locker 
that stood by her bed. There was now only one 
other patient in the ward, an old, old woman 
dozing her life away at the far end of the room. 
And because there were at present no serious 
cases in the hospital no one was on duty at night. 
On all these things his mind worked slowly, but 
clearly, as he went out into the veld to look for 
his oxen. He found them, drove them back to 
the cart, fed them, and tied them to it. He lita 
fire and made himself some strong, black, bitter 
coffee. He ate nothing. His stock of provi- 
sions, in spite of his daily meal from the hospital 
kitchen, was now so low for what he had in 
hand that he dared not lessen it. Night had now 
fallen, and after arranging the feather bed and 
pillows into a little nest, the old man lay down 
on the hard ground beneath the cart. Above 
him the sky was sprinkled with stars and the 
Milky Way made a broad white path across the 
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heavens. But Juriaan did not look at the stars, 
and if God walked in His starry heavens His 
servant Juriaan did not know it. His God was 
still withdrawn. Sorrow was all his company. 


When the last of the lights had twinkled into 
darkness across the river the old man took off 
his veldschoen and crept cautiously round the 
hospital buildings. Here, too, all was silence 
and darkness. He returned to the cart and in- 
spanned the oxen, placing stones before the 
wheels. Then he went back to the hospital, 
mounted the stoep, raised the hasp of the shut- 
ters with his knife, and slipped into the silent 
ward, where Deltje on her narrow bed, that 
wide and empty desert, lay quietly, awake. 
The old man went up to her and said, without 
haste, without fear, but with an infinite tender- 
ness: 

“Look now, my little one! Look now, my dove! 
Have I not made again a nest in the cart for 
you? And are not our oxen once more in- 
spanned? Come now, in my arms will I carry 
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you out to the cart, and back to the Aangenaam 
valley we will go.’ 

He stooped down, opened the locker, and drew 
out her clothes. With a strange, gentle deli- 
beration he helped her into her petticoats, and 
tied up her Bible, her mug, and her shell- 
covered box. The bottle of medicine left stand- 
ing on the locker he slipped into his pocket. 
Then he gathered the little old woman up into 
his arms and carried her out into the moonlit 
night. 

In her little nest in the feather bed Deltje lay 
content. She had ceased now to tremble, and 
not for one moment did she question Juriaan’s 
right to act as he was doing. Already her heart 
was filled with that sense of security which his 
mere presence brought her. Already the hos- 
pital was but a dream that only for a moment 
had parted them. The pain in her heart had 
gone. Of the pain in her side she would not 
think. Had she not learned in the hospital how 
to hide it? Up in the mountains sitting by the 
stream and drinking of its clear brown water 
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she would have no pain.... Lying through 
the night by Juriaan’s side she would have no 
pain. ... She lay back among the pillows, a 
gentle, dying woman, her heart overflowing 
with its quiet content. 

Seated on the waggon-box before her Juriaan 
drove steadily across the veld, through the 
drift, and out on to the Platkops-Princestown 
road. Slowly his numbed heart regained its 
warmth. Slowly he came to feel that his God 
was no longer withdrawn. Here, in the ox-cart 
with his little love, was his God. Had He not 
eased her pain? If she was weak had He not 
given His servant Juriaan arms that were strong 
to carry her? Against his breast like a little 
child he would carry her, and so should she 
rest. . + 

They reached the top of the Groot Kop, 
the highest of the low, flat-topped hills that 
surrounded Platkops dorp, and here the old 
man wheeled round the cart and halted to 
rest his oxen. Below them, in the clear pale 
moonlight, lay the quiet village, but it was 
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across the river that they looked, at the grey 
stone building standing there alone. A mo- 


ment only they halted, then turned, and went 
on. 
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The Schoolmaster 


ECAUSE OF A WEAKNESS OF THE 

chest which my grandmother thought that 
she alone could cure, I went often, as a young 
girl, to my grandparents’ farm of Nooitgedacht 
in the Ghamka valley. At Nooitgedacht, where 
my grandparents lived together for more than 
forty years, my grandmother had always young 
people about her — young boys and girls, and 
little children who clung to her skirts or were 
tossed up into the air and caught again by my 
grandfather. There was not one of their chil- 
dren or their grandchildren that did not love 
grandfather and grandmother Delport, and 
when aunt Betje died it seemed but right to us 
all that her orphans, little Neeltje and Frikkie 
and Hans, Koos and Martinus and Piet, should 
come to Nooitgedacht to live. My grandmother 
was then about sixty years old. She was a big 
stout woman, but as is sometimes the way with 
women who are stout, she moved very easily and 
lightly upon her feet. I had seen once a ship 
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come sailing into Zandtbaai harbour, and grand- 
mother walking, in her full wide skirts with 
aunt Betje’s children bobbing like little boats 
around her, would make me often think of it. 
This big, wise, and gentle woman, with love in 
her heart for all the world, saw in every thing 
that befell us the will of the Lord. And when, 
three weeks after aunt Betje’s children had 
come to us, there came one night, from God 
knows where, a stranger asking for shelter out 
of the storm, my grandmother knew that the 
Lord had sent him. 

The stranger, who, when my grandmother 
brought him into the living-room, gave the 
name of Jan Boetje, was a small dark man with 
a little pointed beard that looked as if it did not 
yet belong to him. His cheeks were thin and 
white, and so also were his hands. He seldom 
raised his eyes except when he spoke, and when 
he did so it was as if I saw before me the Widow 
of Nain’s son, risen from the dead, out of my 
grandmother’s Bible. Yes, as if from the dead 
did Jan Boetje come to us that night, and yet 
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it was food that I thought of at once. And 
quickly I ran and made coffee and put it be- 
fore him. 

When Jan Boetje had eaten and drunk my 
grandparents knew all that they were ever to 
know about him. He was a Hollander, and 
had but lately come to South Africa. He had 
neither relative nor friend in the colony. And 
he was on his way up-country on foot to the 
goldfields. 

For a little while after Jan Boetje spoke of the 
goldfields my grandmother sat in silence. But 
presently she said: 

‘Mijnheer! I that am old have never yet seen a 
happy man that went digging for gold, or a man 
that was happy when he had found it. Surely it 
is sin and sorrow that drives men to it, and sin 
and sorrow that comes to them from it. Look 
now! Stay with us here on the farm, teaching 
school to my grandchildren, the orphans of my 
daughter Lijsbeth, and it may be that so you 
will find peace.’ 

Jan Boetje answered her: ‘If Mevrouw is right, 
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and sin and sorrow have driven me to her coun- 
try for gold, am I a man to be trusted with her 
grandchildren?’ 

My grandmother cried, in her soft clear voice 
that was so full of love and pity: ‘Is there a sin 
that cannot be forgiven? And a sorrow that 
cannot be shared?’ 

Jan Boetje answered: ‘My sorrow I cannot 
share. And my sin I myself can never for- 
give.’ 

And again my grandmother said: ‘Mijnheer! 
What lies in a man’s heart is known only to God 
and himself. Do now as seems right to you, but 
surely if you will stay with us I will trust my 
grandchildren to you and know that the Lord 
has sent you.’ 

For a long, long time, as it seemed to me, Jan 
Boetje sat before us and said no word. I could 
not breathe, and yet it was as if all the world 
must hear my breathing. Aunt Betje’s children 
were long ago in bed, and only my grandparents 
and I sat there beside him. Long, long we 
waited. And when at last Jan Boetje said: ‘I 
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wiil stay,’ it was as if he had heard how I cried 
to the Lord to help him. 

So it was that Jan Boetje stayed with us on the 
farm, and taught school to aunt Betje’s chil- 
dren. His schoolroom was the old waggon- 
house (grandfather had long ago built a new 
one) and here my grandmother and I put a 
table and stools for Jan Boetje and his scholars. 
The waggon-house had no window, and to get 
light Jan Boetje and the children sat close to the 
open half-door. From the door one looked out 
to the orange-grove, where all my grand- 
mother’s children, and many of her grand- 
children also, had been christened. Beyond and 
above the orange-trees rose the peaks of the 
great Zwartkops mountains, so black in sum- 
mer, and so white when snow lay upon them in 
winter. Through the mountains, far to the head 
of the valley, ran the Ghamka pass by which 
men travelled up-country when they went look- 
ing for gold. The Ghamka river came down 
through this pass and watered all the farms in 
the valley. Coming down from the mountains 
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to Nooitgedacht men crossed it by the Rooi- 
kranz drift. 

Inside the waggon-house my grandfather 
stored his great brandy-casks and his tobacco, 
his pumpkins and his mealies, his ploughs and 
his spades, his whips and his harness, and all 
such things as are needed at times about a farm. 
From the beams of the loft also there hung the 
great hides that he used for his harness and 
his veldschoen. Jan Boetje’s schoolroom smelt 
always of tobacco and brandy and hides, and 
when the mud floor, close by the door, was 
freshly smeared with mist it smelt of bullock’s 
blood and cow-dung as well. 

We had, when Jan Boetje came to us, no books 
on the farm but our Bibles and such old lesson 
books as my aunts and uncles had thought not 
good enough to take away with them when they 
married. Aunt Betje’s children had the Bible 
for their reading-book, and one of my grand- 
father’s hides for a blackboard. On this hide, 
with blue clay from the river bed, Jan Boetje 
taught the little ones their letters and the bigger 
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ones their sums. Geography also he taught 
them, but it was such a geography as had never 
before been taught in the Platkops distri. Yes, 
surely the world could never be so wonderful 
and strange as Jan Boetje made it to us (for I 
also went to his geography class), in my grand- 
father’s waggon-house. And always when he 
spoke of the cities and the wonders that he 
had seen I would think how bitter must be 
the sorrow, and how great the sin, that had 
driven him from them to us. And when, as 
it sometimes happened, he would ask me 
afterwards: ‘What shall we take for our read- 
ing-lesson, Engela?’ I would choose the four- 
teenth chapter of Chronicles or the eighth 
chapter of Kings. 

Jan Boetje asked me one day: ‘What 
makes you choose the Prayer in the Temple, 
Engela?’ 

And I, that did not know how close to love had 
come my pity, answered him: ‘Because, Mijn- 
heer, King Solomon who cries, “Hear thou in 
heaven thy dwelling-place, and when thou 
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hearest forgive,” prays also for the stranger 
from a far country.’ 

From that day Jan Boetje, who was kind and 
gentle with his scholars, was kind and gentle 
also with me. Many times now I found his eyes 
resting upon me, and when sometimes he came 
and sat quietly by my side as I sewed, there 
would come a wild beating at my heart that was 
joy and pain together. Except to his scholars he 
had spoken to no one on the farm unless he first 
were spoken to. But now he spoke also to me, 
and when I went out in the veld with little 
Neeltje and her brothers, looking for all such 
things as are so wonderful to a child, Jan Boetje 
would come with us. And it was now that I 
taught Jan Boetje which berries he might eat 
and which would surely kill him, which leaves 
and bushes would cure a man of many sick- 
nesses, and which roots and bulbs would 
quench his thirst. Many such simple things I 
taught him in the veld, and many, many times 
afterwards I thanked God that I had done 


so. Yes, all that my love was ever to do for 
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Jan Boetje was but to guide him so in the 
wilderness. 

When Jan Boetje had been with us six months 
and more, it came to be little Neeltje’s birthday. 
My grandmother had made it a holiday for the 
children, and Jan Boetje and I were to go with 
them, in a stump-cart drawn by two mules, 
up into a little ravine that lay beyond the 
Rooikranz drift. It was such a clear still day as 
often happens in our Ghamka valley in June 
month, and as we drove Neeltje and her 
brothers sang together in high sweet voices that 
made me think of the angels of God. Because of 
the weakness of my chest I myself could never 
sing, and yet that day, with Jan Boetje sitting 
quietly by my side, it was as if my heart were 
so full of song that he must surely hear it. Yes, 
I that am now so old, so old, was never again to 
feel such joy as swept through my soul and body 
then. 

When we had driven about fifteen minutes 
from the farm we came to the Rooikranz 
drift. There had been but little rain and snow 
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in the mountains that winter, and in the wide 
bed of the river there was then but one small 
stream. The banks of the river here are steep, 
and on the far side are the great red rocks that 
give the drift its name. Here the wild bees 
make their honey, and the white wild-geese 
have their home. And that day how beautiful 
in the still clear air were the great red rocks 
against the blue sky, and how beautiful against 
the rocks were the white wings of the wild- 
geese! 

When we had crossed the little stream Jan 
Boetje stopped the cart and Neeltje and her 
brothers climbed out of it and ran across the 
river-bed shouting and clapping their hands to 
send the wild-geese flying out from the rocks 
above them. Only I was left with Jan Boetje, 
and now when he whipped up the mules they 
would not move. Jan Boetje stood up in the 
cart and slashed at them, and they backed 
towards the stream. Jan Boetje jumped from 
the cart, and with the stick end of his whip 
struck the mules over the eyes, and his face, 


56 


THE SCHOOLMASTER 


that had grown so dear to me, was suddenly 
strange and terrible to see. I cried to him: ‘Jan 
Boetje! Jan Boetje!’ but the weakness of my 
chest was upon me and I could make no sound. 
I rose in the cart to climb out of it, and as I rose 
Jan Boetje had a knife in his hand and dug it 
into the eyes of the mules to blind them. Sharp 
above the laughter of the children and the cries 
of the wild-geese there came a terrible scream, 
and I fell from the cart on to the soft grey sand 
of the river-bed. When I rose again the mules 
were far down the stream, with the cart bump- 
ing and splintering behind them, and Jan Boetje 
after them. And so quickly had his madness 
come upon him that still the children laughed 
and clapped their hands, and still the wild- 
geese flew among the great red rocks above 
us. 

God knows how it was that I gathered the 
children together and, sending the bigger boys 
in haste back to the farm, came on myself with 
Neeltje and the little ones. My grandfather 
rode out to meet us. I told him what I could, 
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but it was little that I could say, and he rode on 
down the river. When we came to the farm the 
children ran up to the house to my grand- 
mother, but I myself went alone to the waggon- 
house. I opened the door and closed it after me 
again, and crept in the dark to Jan Boetje’s 
chair. Long, long I sat there, with my head on 
my arms on his table, and it was as if in all the 
world there were nothing but a sorrow that 
must break my heart, and a darkness that smelt 
of tobacco and brandy and hides. Long, long I 
sat, and when at last my grandmother found me, 
“My little Engela,’ she said. “The light of my 
heart! My treasurel’ 

The mules that Jan Boetje had blinded were 
found and shot by my grandfather, and for long 
the splinters of the cart lay scattered down the 
bed of the river. Jan Boetje himself my grand- 
father could not find, though he sent men 
through all the valley looking for him. And 
after many days it was thought that Jan Boetje 
had gone up-country through the pass at night. 
I was now for a time so ill that my father came 
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down from his farm in Beaufort district to see 
me. He would have taken me back with him 
but in my weakness I cried to grandmother to 
keep me. And my father, to whom everything 
that my grandmother did was right, once again 
left me to her. 

My father had not been many days gone when 
old Franz Langermann came to my grand- 
parents with news of Jan Boetje. Franz Lan- 
germann lived at the toll-house at the entrance 
to the pass through the mountains, and here 
Jan Boetje had come to him asking if he would 
sell him an old hand-cart that stood by the toll- 
gate. The hand-cart was a heavy clumsy one 
that the road-men repairing the road through 
the pass had left behind them. Franz Langer- 
mann had asked Jan Boetje what he would do 
with sucha cart? And Jan Boetje had answered 
‘I that have killed mules must now work like a 
mule if I would live.’ And he had said to Franz 
Langermann: ‘Go to the farm of Nooitgedacht 
and say to Mevrouw Delport that all that is in 
the little tin box in my room is now hers in pay- 
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ment of the mules. But there is enough also to 
pay for the hand-cart if Mevrouw will but give 
you what is just.’ 

My grandmother asked Franz Langermann: 
“But what is it then that Jan Boetje can do 
with a hand-cart?’ 

And Franz Langermann answered: ‘Look 
now, Mevrouw! Through the country drag- 
ging the hand-cart like a mule he will go, gather- 
ing such things as he can find and afterwards 
selling them again that he may live. Look! 
Already out of a strap that I gave him Jan 
Boetje has made for himself his harness.’ 

My grandmother went to Jan Boetje’s room 
and found the box as Franz Langermann had 
said. ‘here was money in it enough to pay for 
the mules and the hand-cart, but there was no- 
thing else. My grandmother took the box out 
to Franz Langermann and said: 

“Take now the box as it is, and let Mijnheer 
give you himself what is just, but surely I will 
not take payment for the mules. Is it not seven 
months now that Jan Boetje has taught school 
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to my grandchildren? God help Jan Boetje, and 
may he go in peace.’ 

But Franz Langermann would not take the 
box. ‘Look now, Mevrouw,’ he said, ‘I swore 
to Jan Boetje that only for the hand-cart would 
I take the money, and all the rest would I 
leave.’ 

My grandmother put the box back in Jan 
Boetje’s room, and gave to Franz Langermann 
instead such things as a man takes on a journey 
— biltong, and rusks and meal, and a little kid- 
skin full of dried fruits. As much as Franz Lan- 
germann could carry she gave him. But I, that 
would have given Jan Boetje all the world, in all 
the world had nothing that I might give. Only 
when Franz Langermann had left the house and 
crossed the yard did I run after him with my 
little Bible and cry: 

‘Franz Langermann! Franz Langermann! 
Say to Jan Boetje to come again to Nooitge- 
dacht! Say to him that so long as [I live I will 
wait!’ 

Yes, I said that. God knows what meaning my 
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message had for me, or what meaning it ever 
had for Jan Boetje, but it was as if I must die if 
I could not send it. 

That night my grandmother came, late in the 
night, to the room where I lay awake. She drew 
me into her arms and held me there, and out of 
the darkness I cried: 

‘Grandmother! Grandmother! Is love then 
such sorrow?’ 

And still I can hear the low clear voice that 
answered so strangely: ‘A joy and a sorrow—a 
help and a hindrance — love comes at the last to 
be but what one makes it.’ 

It was the next day that my grandmother 
asked me to teach school for her in Jan Boetje’s 
place. At first, because always the weakness of 
my chest had kept me timid, I did not think she 
could mean it. But she did mean it. And sud- 
denly I knew that for Jan Boetje’s sake I had 
strength to do it. And I called the children 
together and went down to the waggon-house 
and taught them. 

All through the spring and summer months 
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that year, getting books from the pastor in 
Platkops dorp to help me, I taught school for 
my grandmother. And because it was easy for 
me to love little children and to be patient with 
them, and because it was for Jan Boetje’s sake 
that I did it, I came at last to forget the weak- 
ness of my chest and to make a good teacher. 
And day after day as I sat in his chair in the 
wagegon-house I would think of Jan Boetje 
dragging his hand-cart across the veld. And 
day after day I would thank God that I had 
taught him which berries he might eat, and 
which bulbs would quench his thirst. Yes, in 
such poor and simple things as this had my love 
to find its comfort. ; 
That year winter came early in the Ghamka 
valley, and there came a day in May month 
when the first fall of snow brought the river 
down in flood from the mountains. My grand- 
father took the children down to the drift to see 
it. I did not go, but sat working alone with my 
books in the waggon-house. And always on 
that day when I looked up through the open 
L.Ke 63 Cc 


TD ELPES BSC FI OvOSL Visa Swink. 


half-door, and saw, far above the orange-grove, 
the peaks of the Zwartkops mountains so pure 
and white against the blue sky, there came a 
strange sad happiness about my heart, and it 
was as if I knew that Jan Boetje had at last 
found peace and were on his way to tell me so. 
Long, long I thought of him that day in the 
waggon-house, and when there came a heavy 
tramping of feet and a murmur of voices across 
the yard I paid no heed. And presently the 
voices died down, and my grandmother stood 
alone before me, with her eyes full of tears and 
in her hand a little damp and swollen book that 
I knew for the Bible I had sent to Jan Boetje. 
... Down in the drift they had found his body 
—his harness still across his chest, the pole of 
his cart still in his hand. 

That night I went alone to the room where Jan 
Boetje lay and drew back the sheet that covered 
him. Across his chest, where the strap of his 
harness had rubbed it, the skin was hard and 
rough as leather. I knelt down by his side, 
and pressed my head against his breast. And 
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through my heart there ran in farewell such 
foolish, tender words as my grandmother used 
to me — ‘My joy and my sorrow.... The light 
of my heart, and my treasure.’ 
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The Miller 
NDRIESLOMBARD, THE MILLER 


in the mountains at Mijnheer van der 
Merwe’s farm of Harmonie, was a stupid 
kindly man whom illness had turned into a 
morose and bitter one. He was a tall gaunt 
Dutchman from the Malgas distriét, with black 
hair, black eyes, and a thick square black 
beard. Round his neck he wore an eel-skin 
which his wife Mintje had tramped sixteen 
miles down the Aangenaam valley to borrow 
from old Tan’ Betje Ferreira of Vetkuil. The 
eel-skin had cured many coughs in Tan’ Betje’s 
family, but God knows how it was, though 
Andries wore it day and night it did not cure 
him of spitting blood. And in the month of 
September, when, in the Aangenaam valley, 
other men planted their lands with sweet- 
potatoes and pumpkins and mealies, the miller 
said to his wife: 
‘I will not plant my lands. If I plant me now 
my lands surely by the time that it comes for 
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me to dig my potatoes and gather me my meal- 
ies I shall be dead of this cough that I have 
from the dust in the mill. And so surely as I 
am dead, the day that I am buried they will 
drive you out of this house in the rocks and to 
the man that comes after me they will give my 
potatoes and mealies. So I will not plant my 
lands. God help you, Mintje, when I am dead 
and they drive our children and you out in the 
veld the day that I am buried, but I will not 
plant my lands for the man that comes after 
me,’ 

All this Andries had said on a cold, clear, 
spring morning, sitting out in front of the mill 
coughing in the sun. He did not, in fa&, be- 
lieve that his master, a just and generous man 
who even now sent help up to the mill when 
work there was heavy, would drive Mintje and 
her children like beasts out in the veld when 
he died, but it gave him a strange malicious 
pleasure to say it and to make Mintje believe it. 
Mintje was a timid, humble woman who loved 
her husband and ran to serve him with quick 
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fluttering movements like those of a frightened 
hen. But, unlike a hen, she ran always in 
silence, and it was the new cunning of his ill- 
ness which had taught Andries how to make 
her suffer in this silence. If God, Who loved 
him, made the miller suffer, he, who loved 
Mintje, would make Mintje suffer. So it was 
that Andries reasoned, and through all his 
blundering cruelty, and through the wild and 
bitter exultation with which her tears and the 
quick rise and fall of her bosom filled him, there 
ran the memory of his old affection for her and 
the yearning for her love. 

Through the spring and summer months, 
while his lands lay desolate on the mountain 
side, the miller’s illness rapidly increased. He 
made no effort to control the sudden bursts 
of fury which more and more frequently pos- 
sessed him, and which drove his children from 
him in terror. He delighted in their terror as 
he delighted in Mintje’s tears. Yet invariably 
after these storms his heart was tormented by a 
remorseful tenderness for which he could find 
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no expression. There were days when Andries, 
having driven Mintje away from him, would 
have given all the world to call her back again 
to speak with her of his sorrow and his love. 
He never spoke of either. It was to make 
Mintje suffer that, in the autumn, when other 
men gathered their harvests, he dug for him- 
self a grave in a corner of his empty lands. It 
was to make her suffer again that, in the month 
of May, when the pastor of Platkops came 
on his yearly visit to the Aangenaam valley, 
Andries refused, for the first time since their 
marriage, to go with his wife to the Thanks- 
giving at Harmonie. 

“Why then should I go?’ he cried. ‘Is there a 
thing this day in my lands but the grave that I 
have dug there? Is it for my grave that you 
would have me praise the Lord? Go you, then, 
if you will, and praise him for it, Mintje, but 
surely I will not.’ 

So it was that on the Thanksgiving morning 
Andries sat alone in front of the mill while 
Mintje and his children went down the moun- 
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tain side to Harmonie. The square white- 
washed church, built by Mijnheer van der 
Merwe for the Aangenaam valley, stood at a 
little distance from the homestead, close to 
a poplar-grove near the Aangenaam river. 
Round about it went four straight white paths 
made of the stones which Mijnheer van der 
Merwe’s sons had dug out of the mountain side 
for gold. They had found no gold, and the old 
man had cried: 

‘It is well, my children! The judgments of 
the Lord are more to be desired than gold, yea, 
than much fine gold.’ And round his white 
church he had put their white stones as a sign 
to his sons from the Lord. 

It was to these straight white paths that, on 
the Thanksgiving morning, the men of the 
Aangenaam valley brought their gifts of pump- 
kins and mealies, dried fruit, corn, goats, pigs 
and poultry. On a long trestle-table in front of 
the church door the women spread their offer- 
ings of baked meats and pastries, their konfijts 
and waffels and custards and cakes. Every year, 
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for eleven years, Mintje had taken must-rusks 
to the table, and Andries had taken pumpkins 
and mealies to the paths. This year the miller 
had nothing to give and no wish to give. But, 
when he drove her from him, Mintje carried as 
always her offering of rusks tied up in a spot- 
less white cloth. 

For a little while after Mintje left him Andries 
sat brooding in front of the mill. Mintje had 
left him in tears, but to-day her tears had 
brought him no pleasure. There was a pain in 
his chest, in his heart, and a strange humming 
lightness in his head. The morning air was 
sharp and clear, and in it the voices of his 
children came back to him shrill and sweet as 
they scrambled like conies among the rocks. 
Mintje’s voice he did not hear, and suddenly 
it was the one sound in all the world that he 
wished to hear. If Mintje would but turn and 
call to him: ‘Andries! Andries!’ he would go to 
her, and this pain in his chest, this lightness 
in his head would surely leave him.... But 
Mintje did not call. She did not even dare to 
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turn and look back. Timid, humble, down the 
mountain side she went, in little quick fluttering 
runs, to thank the Lord through her tears for 
His many mercies. 

Down in the valley at Harmonie carts and 
waggons were now being outspanned, and close 
to the low mud wall of the church-land a fire 
had been lighted for coffee-making. From his 
plank seat in front of the mill Andries could see 
the smoke of this fire rising straight up into 
the clear blue sky like a burnt-offering to the 
Lord. In the poplar-grove the winter sunshine 
turned the tall yellowing trees into spires of 
gold. Through Mevrouw van der Merwe’s 
flower-garden, and through the grove, ran the 
brown bubbling stream which up here in the 
mountains turned the mill-wheel. The stream 
joined the Aangenaam river close to the little 
white-washed store-where the old Russian Jew- 
woman, Esther Sokolowsky, kept shop with 
her grandson Elijah. Every year the Jew- 
woman, who went by no other name in the 


valley, baked a cake for the Thanksgiving. 
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Andries, looking down now on the store, re- 
membered how, for the first Thanksgiving 
after she came to Harmonie, the Jew-woman, 
old and bent and thin, cringing like a hunted 
animal, with her thin grey hair tied up in a 
handkerchief, had come to Mevrouw van der 
Merwe with a cake on a blue-and-white plate. 
Standing on the stoep, where Andries was 
waiting for Mijnheer, the Jew-woman had said 
to Mevrouw: 

‘If it is not right for Mevrouw to take this 
cake that I have made, to sell it at the Thanks- 
giving for the Lord, let Mevrouw give it to her 
grandchildren, for it is a good cake that I have 
made for a thank-offering for my grandson and 
me.’ 

And Mevrouw had answered: ‘Is not your 
Lord also my Lord?’ And had herself carried 
the cake down to the table before the church 
door. 

Every year round her cake the Jew-woman 
put a little frill of coloured paper, and when 
one opened this frill and held it up to the light 
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one saw in it the little trees and houses, and the 
little strange animals which she had cut there. 
The paper frill had always been a source of 
wonder to the miller and his children, but for 
the old Jewess herself Andries had a pity that 
was not unmixed with fear. Terrible things 
had happened to the Jew-woman in her own 
country before she had escaped from it with 
her grandson Elijah. It was the memory of 
these things that made her creep about her 
house like a frightened animal. In no other 
human being had Andries ever seen such fear 
as one saw sometimes in the Jew-woman’s eyes. 
... And now suddenly, as he sat in front of 
his mill on this Thanksgiving morning, it was 
not the Jew-woman’s eyes that he saw before 
him, but his wife Mintje’s, terror-stricken 
through her tears. 

In an agony that was half physical, half men- 
tal, the miller rose from his seat. God forgive 
him, he thought in horror, but if it was the 
terrible things that had happened to her in her 
own country that had turned the Jew-woman 
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into a frightened animal, it was he, Andries, 
who had turned Mintje into a nervous hen. 
. .. Mintje had not been a hen when he mar- 
ried her. When he married her she had been 
his little dove. Yes, like a little bird had she 
come fluttering into his arms on the day that 
he asked her to be his wife. . . . He could feel 
now the pressure of her dark brown head 
against his breast. He could hear now the 
first, shy, half-whispered ‘Andries! Andries!’ 
of her wonder and her love. ... God forgive 
him the evil he had done, but never again would 
he drive Mintje from him in tears. If he could 
but reach her now, to speak with her of his 
sorrow, this pain in his chest, this lightness in 
his head would surely go and she would be 
again his little dove, his little gentle fluttering 
bird, soft and warm against his breast. 

Weak and shaken by emotion and pain, the 
miller had already crossed the mill-yard and 
was now making his way uncertainly down the 
mountain side. Down in the valley they were 
ringing the old slave bell, which was now the 
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church bell, and in the church-land men, 
women and children were gathering together 
for the opening psalm. Somewhere among 
them was Mintje, and now come what might of 
it, to Mintje the miller must go. As a wor- 
shipper to the Thanksgiving he would not and 
could not go. He had nothing to do with the 
Thanksgiving. Did not all the valley know 
that he had not planted his lands? Did not all 
the valley know that there was nothing this day 
in his lands but the grave that he had dug there? 
Could a man come so with empty hands to the 
Lord? It was not to the Lord that he was going 
now, but to Mintje. It was not the Lord Who 
could ease his pain of body and mind. It was 
Mintje. 

When he reached the quiet, deserted home- 
stead the miller slipped into Mevrouw van der 
Merwe’s flower-garden, and through it into 
the poplar-grove. If he could get close to the 
mud wall of the church-land he might perhaps 
be able to call to Mintje when she came, as 
was her custom, to help with the coffee-making 
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at the fire. In the grove, cut off from. the 
brilliant winter sunshine, the air was bitterly 
cold, and his body, which pain and exertion 
had thrown into a heavy sweat, grew suddenly 
chilled. Pushing his way through the under- 
growth, coughing feebly, he came at last to a 
slight clearing from which he could see the 
gathering in the church-land. And here, lean- 
ing up against a tree-trunk, he halted. 

In the church-land, facing the church door, 
the old, white-haired pastor of Platkops was 
addressing his people. On one side of him, 
bareheaded, stood the men and boys of the 
Aangenaam valley. On the other, the women 
and girls. In a group apart were the native 
servants, and behind the table stood Mevrouw 
van der Merwe and her daughters, with Class- 
ina October, the Kafr girl, waving a cow- 
tail before them. Close to the table, among 
the women, stood Mintje, holding her little 
Andrina by the hand. The year had been a 
good one, and looking now from group to 
group it seemed to Andries that he alone, in 
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all the valley, was not at the Thanksgiving. 
He and the Jew-woman, who though she baked 
a cake for the table, and came every year to 
look over the wall, remained always, by her 
faith, an outcast from the gathering. 

Of what the pastor said Andries at first heard 
little. The humming in his ears was now in- 
tense, and added to it there was a new, suffocat- 
ing pressure in his throat. Only for a moment, 
as the Jew-woman, creeping towards him, 
threw him into a sudden panic, did this pressure 
lessen, and in that moment he heard, with a 
curious, thin, almost painful distinétness, the 
pastor cry: 

‘Is it by gifts alone that a man shall be judged? 
Surely not, my children! So many men as 
there are in the world, so many ways there are 
to praise the Lord, and who can tell how 
another serves Him? Look, my little ones! 
The sacrifices of God are a broken spirit: a 
broken and a contrite heart He will not despise, 
for/tie Himself: has said it. 5. 

As suddenly as it had lifted the pressure in 
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his ears, in his throat, descended upon him 
again, and the miller turned, wild-eyed and 
suffering, to the old Jewess for help. He tried 
to ask her to call Mintje to him, but he could 
not speak. Nor could he hear what it was that 
the Jew-woman, looking at him so strangely. 
said. For some reason which he could not 
understand she took him by the hand and 
began leading him away from the wall, through 
the grove, towards her store. The lightness in 
his head had gone now to his legs, and though 
his heart was still crying out for Mintje, his 
legs, which he could not control, were taking 
him away from her. He tried to explain this to 
the Jew-woman, but he could explain nothing, 
and in a vain effort to gain relief he put his 
hand up to his throat and tore the eel-skin from 
his neck. He stumbled, and as he stumbled 
blood rushed from his mouth soaking his beard, 
his shirt, his coat-sleeves. The Jew-woman 
drew him down on to a low mound among a 
little heap of rustling yellow leaves, and leaving 
him there, ran, unbuttoning her apron as she 
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went, down to the stream. She dipped her 
apron into the clear running water and brought 
it back to press, icy cold, against his throat and 
chest. She took off her shawl and made a 
pillow for his head. She took off her hand- 
kerchief, letting her thin grey hair fall about 
her shoulders, and soaking the handkerchief 
held it to his lips. To and from the stream she 
ran till Andries, in an agony that at last gave 
him speech, cried: 

‘But Mintje! Mintje!’ and struggling to rise, 
fell back fainting among the yellow leaves. 
For a moment the old Jewess hesitated, then 
ran, back through the undergrowth, towards 
the church-land. Here, in the brilliant sun- 
shine, men, women and children were singing 
together: ‘Praise God, ye servants of the Lord.’ 
They were still singing when Mintje, kneeling 
down by his side, drew the miller up into her 
arms and cried through her tears: 

‘Andries! Andries!’ 

The miller opened his eyes and saw above him 
the little dove, the little gentle fluttering bird 
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to whom his love and sorrow were never now 
to be spoken. With a vague, weak movement 
he raised his arm and tried to draw Mintje’s 
head down on to his blood-stained breast. He 
failed, slipped from her grasp into the rustling 
yellow leaves, and lay still. 
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woner! who worked Mijnheer van 
Reenen’s lands near Platkops dorp, was fifty- 
six years old when his favourite daughter 
Saartje married and went to live with her hus- 
band in the Philip district. Niklaas had prayed 
that Saartje might never leave him, and the 
Lord’s strange answer to his prayer filled his 
mind with an unreasoning hatred of his ten 
remaining children and of his wife Toontje 
The bijwoner was a small, weak, religious man, 
with pale red-lidded eyes, arms that seemed too 
long for his body, and a heart that was full of 
bitterness and the fear of the Lord. Of all his 
children, it seemed to him now, Saartje alone 
had been dear to him, and if he had ever loved 
his wife he had long ago forgotten it. Toontje 
was a tall, patient, silent woman, who shared 
with none the secrets of her soul. God might 


1 Bijwoner = by-dweller: a man who lives on the farm 
of another working certain lands in part-shares for the owner. 
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know what Toontje hid in her heart, but in all 
their years of poverty together Niklaas had 
never fathomed it, and now that Saartje had left 
him his wife’s patience and silence, and his own 
increasing hatred of her, became a torture which 
drove the bijwoner to the verge of madness. 
And it did drive him to Koba Nooi for comfort. 

Jacoba Nooi, a stranger to the district, had but 
lately come to Platkops dorp on a visit to her 
uncle, the bijwoner Godlieb Nooi, whose lands 
came next to those of Niklaas Dampers. Koba 
was a plump unmarried woman of forty, with 
a round childish face, a tongue like a running 
sluice, and a gentle sing-song voice. On Sun- 
days, with an air of great simplicity and inno- 
cence, she wore a sprigged cotton gown and a 
hat trimmed with ribbons. All other women of 
her age in the bijwoning class wore plain black 
dresses and black calico sunbonnets, and Koba’s 
hat made much talk among them. So also did 
her hand-mirror, which was rimmed with little 
shells and set with larger shells at the back. 
Such a mirror had never before been seen by 
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any bijwoner’s wife or daughter in the Platkops 
district. Many strange things were whispered 
about it, and many more about Koba herself, 
who, when her work was done, would sit out 
in the yard, or down by the river, flashing her 
mirror in the sun. 

Of the mirror, and of the whispers about 
Koba, Niklaas knew nothing. Toontje had 
never spoken of them to him, and his own dis- 
tress of mind was now so great that he himself 
spoke to none whom he might avoid. For 
many years this weak, harsh, embittered man 
had feared the Lord and worshipped Him. 
For many years he had believed that at the last 
the Lord would deal justly with such righteous- 
ness as his, and visit vengeance upon all such 
sinners as were most other men in the Platkops 
district. Through all his years of poverty this 
alone had been his comfort. And now because 
Saartje had loved a stranger from the Philip 
distri¢t and left her parents to marry him, 
neither righteousness nor sin, neither justice 
nor vengeance, had any meaning for the bi- 
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woner and he searched for his God in vain. 

Towards the end of February month, by Mijn- 
heer van Reenen’s orders, Niklaas had begun 
to cut his tobacco, and it was now hanging in 
open shelters on the land to dry. Andries van 
Reenen was a hard master, whose one passion, 
even now when men said that he was dying, was 
the tobacco he grew on his various lands 
throughout the Platkops district. Any bi- 
woner who did not plant, weed, cut, dry, strip, 
dip, and twist to please him he dismissed with- 
out pity, and all men knew it. Niklaas, a good 
servant, was never, in the tobacco season, with- 
out fear of this dismissal. This year the crop 
had been good, and his master, for the moment, 
was satisfied. But in a few weeks now the 
tobacco would be dry, and then, waiting for a 
dewy night to soften the leaves, the bijwoner 
must take the stalks from the shelters and begin 
to ‘strip.’ If a man stripped the leaves from the 
stalks in weather that was too dry, the leaves 
crumbled and would not afterwards ‘twist.’ If 
he stripped them in weather that was too damp 
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they mildewed. A dewy night he must wait for 
if the wrath of Mijnheer were not to overtake 
him. 

All this Niklaas knew, but it was not of this 
that he thought as he walked across the hot, 
empty lands, from shelter to shelter, one still 
March day. Mijnheer van Reenen might be 
merciless to his bijwoners if they failed with his 
tobacco, but no man, it seemed to Niklaas now, 
could be so merciless to another as God had 
been to him in taking Saartje to Philip dorp and 
leaving Toontje in Platkops. If the Lord now, 
by some miracle, had taken Toontje to Philip 
and left Saartje in Platkops how gladly would he 
have praised Him! But God was no longer his 
friend. God was, in fact, but another Toontje 

..as patient, and as secret, and as silent. 

This thought brought the bijwoner to the 
bank of the river. And as he stood there with 
his soul in a torment of hatred that now em- 
braced both his wife and the Almighty, Koba 
Nooi, with a little giggle from down below him, 
flashed her mirror up on to his face, on to his 
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shirt sleeve, on to the bushes and stones that 
lay between them, and drew him slowly, slowly, 
down the bank towards her. 

The bijwoner could never afterwards remem- 
ber how he reached the river-bed, but presently 
he found himself seated by Koba’s side with 
the mirror in his hands. Niklaas, who had 
never seen the sea, held the mirror-back to- 
wards him, and drew his fingers gently over 
the smooth round shells. Koba, who had been 
to Zandtbaai, and seen not only the sea but the 
ships that sail upon it, told him, in her gentle 
sing-song voice, many strange and wonderful 
things about it. Then suddenly, with a little 
gigele, she twisted the mirror round, and Nik- 
laas saw before him part of his own wild and 
sorrowful face, and part of Koba Nooi’s plump, 
round, childish one pressing against it. Gig- 
gling still, Koba twisted the mirror back, then 
round again, then back and round and round 
till Niklaas, who saw his face only on Sundays, 
in a small cracked piece of looking-glass that 
Toontje kept in a drawer, was like a drunken 
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man in his bewilderment. And because his 
heart was empty now of all sense of right- 
eousness and sin, of all fear of justice and of 
vengeance, there swept into it a wild tumult 
of desire that was but another madness. 
Three weeks later, while Niklaas’s tobacco 
still hung in its shelters, Toontje went, a calm 
inscrutable woman in a black calico gown and 
sunbonnet, to the farm of Mijnheer van Reenen, 
which lay an hour by foot from Platkops dorp. 
Here Andries van Reenen, a rich man and a 
hard master, respected and feared, but loved by 
none even among his own family, was dying 
slowly of stone in the bladder. Toontje’s father 
had been one of his many bijwoners, on lands 
that he once had owned and afterwards sold, in 
the Kombuis —a valley which lay to the north 
of the district among the Zwartkops foothills. 
Not for many years had Toontje visited the 
| farm, and not once since her marriage had she 
spoken with her master alone. When she came 
to the house the old man sat out on the stoep in 
a big iron-wood chair made specially for his 
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comfort. His face was grey and drawn, and he 
answered her greeting with an abrupt, bitter 
‘Good day.’ In her youth in the Kombuis this 
tall patient woman, so quiet in her speech, so 
controlled in all her movements, had been free 
and beautiful to him as a roe-buck in the moun- 
tains. But he did not now remember it and 
saw in her only the bearer of news about that 
last passion of his life, his tobacco. 

‘How goes it?’ he asked. 

‘Mijnheer,’ answered Toontje, ‘the tobacco 
dries well. But look how it is! Five-and-twenty 
years has Niklaas worked for Mijnheer, and a 
good servant has he been, but now a madness 
has come upon him and up to the Kombuis 
with Koba Nooi he has gone, and is working 
tobacco there for the Hollander.’ 

‘Niklaas? In the Kombuis!’ cried his master, 
incredulous. And he added in a sudden blaze 
of anger, ‘May his soul burn in hell and Koba’s 
also.’ 

‘Minheer,’ said the bijwoner’s wife in her 
quiet level voice, ‘may God forgive him in his 
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madness, but is it for Mijnheer and me to 
judge him?’ 

‘Fool,’ thundered the old man, ‘are you then 
also mad?’ 

And Toontje answered: ‘Mijnheer knows 
that once I was mad. Mijnheer knows how my 
madness ended. Did Mijnheer never himself 
go up to the Kombuis? Or is it that he has 
perhaps forgotten?’ 

“Toontje!’ cried the old man, his mind moving, 
slow and bewildered, from his tobacco to the 
past. “Toontje!’ 

‘Andries!’ 

For a moment their eyes met, and in that 
moment the secret which Toontje hid in her 
heart and Niklaas had never fathomed, lay 
bared between them. The moment passed, and 
as if it had never been, the bijwoner’s wife, 
calm, inscrutable, said to her master: 
‘Mijnheer, see how it is. My son Ockert is 
now sixteen years, and if Minheer will but 
trust his tobacco to Ockert and me, so soon as 
it is dry, after the first dewy night, we will 
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strip and afterwards do all as it should be done 
till Niklaas comes again from the Kombuis. 

Mijnheer knows that such a madness will not 
last, and Mijnheer knows that I will serve him 
well. Have I not served Mijnheer for more 
than Niklaas’s five-and-twenty years? And 
what is it that I ask of him now but still to serve 
him?’ 

‘And is this then all that you will have of me,’ 
asked the old man slowly. ‘You that once lived 
for me in the Kombuis?’ 

‘Mijnheer, there is but one thing more. If 
Mijnheer will but say, to all that speak of it, 
that he himself has sent Niklaas up to the 
Kombuis, to see how the Hollander works his 
tobacco’... 

In a flash, in that passion for his tobacco 
which through all his months of terrible dying 
was still to hold him, Andries van Reenen’s 
anger blazed up afresh. 

‘And to save your husband Niklaas you ask 
me this,’ he cried. ‘A fool that could leave his 
tobacco and you for Koba Nooi?’ 
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‘Mijnheer! Mijnheer!’ answered Toontje, ‘did 
I not marry the fool to save the master?’ 

Again the old man’s mind went slowly back 
to the past. ‘God forgive me that and many 
other things,’ he said. ‘Go. I will say it.’ 

That night Toontje made up a small bundle 
of clothing for Niklaas, and with great labour 
wrote him a letter. This letter she slipped into 
the bundle, but in the middle of the night she 
rose, withdrew the letter, and after adding a 
single sentence again inserted it. Next day she 
took the bundle up to the morning-market, 
and finding a waggon there from the Kombuis 
gave it to the driver to deliver to Niklaas. And 
to those that stood by her she said: 

‘Look now! Up to the Kombuis has the master 
sent Niklaas, to see how the Hollander works 
his tobacco, and the lands by the river he me 
left to Ockert and me.’ 

Up in the Kombuis — that most beautiful and 
most isolated of all the valleys among the 
Zwartkop foothills— Niklaas, having aban- 
doned his wife and his children, his lands and 
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his tobacco, his conscience and his God, now 
lived in a mud-walled, one-roomed hut with 
Koba Nooi and worked for his new master the 
Hollander. The Hollander was a young and 
ambitious man who had built a small factory 
in the valley and was working tobacco there in 
ways that were new and strange to Niklaas. 
Koba’s ways were also strange to him, and, as 
the fever of his madness subsided, it seemed 
to the bijwoner that this plump, pleasant, and 
rather greedy woman, with her gentle chatter 
and her little giggle, was as secret as his own 
wife Toontje. Toontje’s silence, it dawned 
upon him slowly, hid no more from him than 
did Koba’s talk, which was often now as be- 
wildering to him as was her mirror. ‘The mirror 
she kept in a little cardboard box shaped like a 
coffin, and there came a day when Niklaas found 
her down by the Hollander’s gaily painted 
house flashing her mirror in the sun. When 
questioned she giggled, slipped the mirror 
into its box, and said, in her gentle sing-song 
voice: 
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‘Ach no, then, Niklaas! Leave me and my 
mirror alone, or I also one day will be sending 
your clothes after you like your wife Toontje!’ 

The bundle which Toontje had sent him was 
stowed away on top of the mud wall, under the 
thatch, and because of Koba’s jeers Niklaas 
had never opened it. 

This meeting, for Niklaas, was the beginning 
of a vague uneasiness about Koba which 
steadily increased as her disappearances from 
the hut became more and more frequent and 
prolonged. In the factory also the bijwoner was 
far from happy, and there was constant friction 
between him and his new master. No man in 
all the Kombuis valley knew more about Plat- 
kops tobacco than Niklaas had learned in his 
long service with Mijnheer van Reenen, but he 
parted with his knowledge to the Hollander in 
a spirit of bitter, contemptuous niggardliness 
which not only the young man, but Koba Nooi, 
resented. 

One day Koba said to him strangely: ‘Ach no, 
then, Niklaas! Did I not bring you here to 
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please the Hollander, and now you will not 
please him!’ 
‘But Koba,’ said Niklaas, ‘was it only for this 
that we came to the Kombuis... to please 
the Hollander?’ 
‘Ach no, then,’ answered Koba. ‘Such a nice 
young man as the Hollander is, who would not 
wish to please him? Rich he is and all, and did 
he not need such a man as you, that knows all 
about Platkops tobacco, when I brought you 
here to help him?’ 
‘But Koba,’ began Niklaas again... 
‘Ach no, then, Niklaas!’ interrupted Koba. 
‘If the Hollander says to you “Go!” where will 
you go? To your daughter Saartje or your wife 
Toontje? Say for me now, which will it be? 
Niklaas could not say, and knew that Koba 
knew it. That night he lay for long awake, and 
in the new anxiety which Koba’s question had 
aroused, the conscience which he had so trium- 
phantly abandoned in his flight from Platkops 
regained its possession of his soul. His sense of 
righteousness and sin returned to him, his fear 
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of justice and of vengeance, and he who had 
once counted himself among the elect now 
knew himself to be among the damned. In the 
days that followed so great became his distress 
that he tried even to speak with Koba of their 
sin. But no regrets for the past, no fears for the 
future, had ever troubled Koba, and she would 
not, to oblige the weak and repentant Niklaas, 
allow them to trouble her now. 

“Ach no, then, Niklaas,’ she said, ‘surely now 
if you talk to me so both you and your clothes 
after you will I send out of the Kombuis, and 
where then will you go?’ 

And Niklaas saw himself for ever a prisoner in 
the Kombuis, a sinner who had sold himself to 
Koba Nooi and the Devil. 

In September month Niklaas planted out for 
the Hollander the tobacco which had been 
sown for him in April. The lands lay some 
distance from the factory, and here Niklaas 
was free from both Koba and his master, but 
this freedom brought no peace to his soul. 
His thoughts, burdened always now by the 
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sense of his sin, went back in a dull hopeless 
brooding to his own lands near Platkops dorp, 
to his wife Toontje for whom his hatred had 
long since died down, to his children, and to 
Saartje in the Philip distri€t. In the lands, he 
thought, a stranger must now be planting out 
tobacco for Mijnheer van Reenen as he was 
here planting it out for the Hollander. But 
where, when his hard and pitiless old master 
had turned them off his lands, had Toontje gone 
with the children? There was but one thing 
she could do, he thought. And he saw his 
children adopted into the homes of others, as 
the children of poor whites were sometimes 
adopted, and Toontje herself in the house of 
strangers. So, he thought, was his sin, and 
their shame, published to all the world in Plat- 
kops dorp. 

There came a day when Niklaas, in a drifting, 
aimless misery of remorse and indecision, 
ceased working in the lands and went down to 
the factory. As he neared the Hollander’s gay 


blue wooden house he saw Koba on the steps of 
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the stoep. She wore her sprigged cotton gown 
and her hat trimmed with ribbons, and sat 
there flashing her mirror in the sun. As Nik- 
laas watched her the Hollander himself came 
out of the house and sat down beside her. 
Niklaas heard Koba’s little giggle and her 
pleasant sing-song, ‘Ach no, then, Mijnheer!’ 
as the Hollander put his arm round her waist. 
For a moment he lingered. Then as Koba, 
pressing her face against the Hollander’s, held 
the mirror up before them, the bijwoner turned 
and fled. 

When he came, exhausted, to the hut, Nik- 
laas was clear about one thing only —he was 
no longer Koba’s prisoner. With no thought 
but of escape he gathered together his few 
possessions, adding Toontje’s bundle to the 
rest, and left the hut. Making his way along a 
low line of kopjes, bright with spring flowers, 
he left the valley behind him and came at last, 
after several hours, to the Platkops-Philip dorp 
road. Here he was brought to a sudden halt, 
for by that road a man must travel either south 
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or north. And neither south to Platkops, 
where his children were bonded like slaves, 
nor north to Philip dorp, where his shame 
would be Saartje’s, could he now go. His way 
must lie to the east, ahead of him, among the 
pathless foothills by which in time he might 
come to the Ghamka pass and so through the 
mountains to the Malgas district. The Malgas 
district, in the Great Karoo, was dry and 
waterless, and no tobacco was grown there. 
All his life he had lived in tobacco lands, but 
now to Malgas he must go, and live how and 
where ne could....i 

He turned aside to the shelter of a prickly-pear 
thicket, and sat there, a weak, foolish, suffering 
and repentant old man, staring hopelessly with 
pale red-lidded eyes at the road before him. 
He thought again of his tobacco lands down by 
the river near Platkops dorp, of Toontje and his 
children, of Saartje, and through his soul there 
swept a desolation such as he had never before 
endured. Around him all the veld was gay as 
a carpet with flowers, and close to where he sat 
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was a bright crimson cluster that made him 
think of the burning bush out of which the 
Lord had once spoken to Moses. But the Lord 
never now spoke to His people, and who was he, 
a sinner from the Kombuis, that the Lord 
should speak to him? 

He turned from the flowers and began re- 
arranging his bundles for the trek to Malgas. 
A slip of paper fluttered out on to the ground 
and he stopped to pick it up. Laboriously, 
holding it close to his pale weak eyes, he spelled 
out Toontje’s letter. 


‘Niklaas,’ it ran, ‘the master told me this day 
that he will leave the lands to Ockert and me 
till you come again to Platkops dorp, and to all 
that speak of it he says that he himself has sent 
you to the Kombuis to see how the Hollander 
works his tobacco. This I will tell to our 
daughter Saartje, for surely, Niklaas, when your 
madness leaves you, you will come again to our 
children and me, 
TOONT]JE.” 
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And then came that sentence which Toontje 
had risen in the night to add: ‘God forgive me, 
Niklaas, if I should judge you, for there is not 
one of us that has not sinned.’ 

Many, many times did Niklaas read this letter 
before its meaning became clear to him, and 
then it was as if in pity and forgiveness God 
Himself had spoken. With stupid, fumbling 
fingers, and eyes made redder than ever with 
tears, he tied his bundles together and took the 
road to Platkops dorp. 
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NNA WAS THE YOUNGEST OF 

my parents’ children and she was the 
dearest to my mother of us all. She was fair and 
small, like our grandmother Fourie, and gentle 
in her ways, and though there was not one of us 
that did not love her her place was always at 
my mother’s side. My father had no favourite 
among us. When I married Otto Joubert of 
Malgas and my father gave to me the farm of 
Blaukops for my portion, he did only what 
seemed right to him and to my brothers also. 
But my mother could not see this. My mother 
wanted me to marry, rather, rich Hans Lategan 
of Uitkijk, and she had had it always in her mind 
that Blaukops would go to my sister Anna. 
Because of this, and because of her love for 
Anna, my mother could not be just to Otto and 
me. On my wedding-day it was as if I could 
hear her cry: 
‘See how it is! My daughter Griet has 
chosen a man to please herself, but surely 
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my little Anna will marry to please her 
mother.’ 

Yes, well I knew what was in my mother’s 
mind when she looked at me on my wed- 
ding day. And in my heart I answered 
her: 

‘Surely I have chosen my man to please my- 
self! Out of all the world I have chosen 
him! Wait now, and see if Anna will not do 
so also.’ 

So it was between us then, and from that day 
my mother could not rest until my father 
bought the farm of Brandtwacht for my sister 
Anna. Anna’s farm came next to mine, on the 
way to our brother Ludovic’s, and my father, 
who was now an old man, settled it so that Otto 
and Ludovic should work the Brandtwacht 
lands between them until my sister Anna 
married. To please my mother, also, before he 
died, he built for Anna there a grey stone house 
that stood close by the road. My mother was 
proud of Anna’s house. From the wide stone 
stoep she would look east and look west, look 
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north and look south, and in all the Platkops 
distri€t she would see no man who was good 
enough for her little Aantje. 

It was six months after the house was built, 
and three months after my father died, that 
Philip Coetzee, whom Otto had known up- 
country, came down to the Platkops district 
looking for gold in the Credo mountains. 
Much talk about gold his coming made in the 
distri€t, but always when men spoke of it Otto 
would say to me: 

“Wait now! Surely mischief and sorrow will 
come of it.’ 

He said to me also: ‘See how it was in the Mal- 
gas district! If Philip Coetzee went looking for 
gold, presently round about him there was 
trouble among neighbours, and Philip would 
go from one to the other stirring up strife be- 
tween them about their landmarks or their 
water-rights or whatever it might be, and driv- 
ing them gently, gently, with his pleasant ways 
and his easy talk, to his brother Stephan the 
attorney, in his office in Malgas dorp. Many 
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times I have seen it so, and surely now this gold 
that he says he will find in the Credo mountains 
is but dust that he digs to throw in our eyes to 
blind us.’ 

Otto said that. And even as he said it Philip 
was working quietly, quietly against us, buy- 
ing old Jan Jafta with drink to go to my 
mother at Welgevonden and lie to her there 
that Otto led water from Anna’s lands of 
Brandtwacht to our own lands of Blaukops. 
Gently, gently Philip worked it, and when at 
last Jan Jafta went to my mother my mother 
believed him. 

God forgive Jan Jafta the evil that he did that 
day, and God forgive me also, for when Otto 
would have gone with brother Ludovic to rea- 
son with my mother I would not let him go. It 
was as if there came that day a storm in my 
heart that I could not make still, and to Ludovic 
I cried: 

‘Look now, brother! Neither to Brandtwacht 
nor to Welgevonden shall Otto go. From this 
day it is finished between my mother and me. 
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Let my mother believe this evil of Otto! What 
is my mother to me?’ 

And I said also: ‘Well, my mother knows how 
it was between us when I married Otto. No 
kindness did she show me then, and if it is lies 
that she will listen to now, let all Platkops lie to 
her and against all Platkops I will stand by my 
husband Otto. Go, tell my mother that. It is 
the last that I will say to her.’ 

Yes, that message did I send to my mother. 
I could not see how like my mother’s love for 
Anna was my own love for Otto. Strong and 
bitter was our love, and for many weeks there 
passed no sign between us. Even when Ludovic 
spoke of the lameness that came upon my 
mother now and kept her always at her own 
house of Welgevonden I would not turn my 
heart towards her. ‘Look now,’ I would say, 
what is my mother’s lameness to me? My 
mother has but to sit and old Jan Jafta will lie 
to her.’ 

And then one day brother Ludovic came to 
the house with Otto and said: ‘See now, Griet, 
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the game that Philip Coetzee has played us! 
Well he knew what a Malgas man might tell of 
him, so first he makes mischief between our 
mother and Otto, so that you go no more to 
Welgevonden, and then he goes to the kloof that 
runs by the farm from the Credo mountains, 
looking for gold where no gold is, and makes 
love to our sister Anna. Old Jan Jafta himself 
it was that watched him. And when he saw how 
Anna walked through the lands to meet him he 
went to our mother and told her how Philip 
Coetzee had paid him to lie to her. Other 
things also he told her. And now when our 
mother sees the evil that is in him Anna cries 
to all the world that she will marry him. Even 
in community of property she will marry 
him and there is not one of us that can save 
ners 

When Ludovic told me this it was as if the 
storm that had been so long in my heart went 
suddenly down. I stood there, looking at him, 
and it was my own sin that I saw, driving Anna, 
who was so dear to us all, away from my 
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mother to Philip Coetzee of Malgas. And that 
same hour I went to my mother at Welge- 
vonden. 

When I came to the farm, that lay so beautiful 
at the foot of the Credo mountains, I found my 
mother alone in the living-room. She sat at the 
head of the long yellow table, and I do not 
know how it was, but she wore her bonnet. My 
mother never wore her bonnet except when she 
went to the dorp for Sacrament. But this day, 
sitting alone in her own house, with her Bible 
open before her, she wore it. And it was as 
if I knew by this that my mother’s heart was 
breaking. 

God knows what it was that I said to my 
mother that day, but for so long as she lived 
there came again no bitterness between us. A 
little while I sat with her there, and presently I 
went to my sister Anna. 

Anna, whose place had been always at my 
mother’s side, sat now alone in her own room, 
sewing. I said to her: 

‘Anna! God forgive the bitterness that has been 
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between my mother and me, for surely I sinned 
in this and sorrow has come of it. But look 
now! My sorrow this day is as nothing to the 
sorrow that will come to you if you marry 
young Philip Coetzee of Malgas. Who is this 
Philip Coetzee that you should break our 
mother’s heart to marry him? If he could lie to 
our mother about Otto, will he not lie also to 
you? Think now, my darling! All the years 
that he worked for him our father trusted Otto 
in everything that he did, and is there one of our 
brothers this day that trusts Philip Coetzee? 
I tell you, in all the Malgas district there is 
no man that trusts him, and all the world can 
see that he plays with you for the Brandt- 
wacht lands. It is for this that he works now 
so hard with his love-talk and his kisses. 
It is not kisses alone that he will give you 
when he marries you, my child. He will 
play with you then as he plays with his dog, 
and he will take the lands out of your hands, 
and when he has lost you the lands he will 
leave you. Did he not leave Johanna Mar- 
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incowitz so when they made her father bank- 
rupt?’ 

All this I said, standing in the room where 
Anna sat sewing. And Anna, sitting by the 
window, looked out across the lands and 
smiled to herself, and it was as if I could hear 
the song that she sang all day in her heart 
for young Philip Coetzee. I ran to her and 
cried: 

‘Anna! Anna! It will not be what you think!’ 
And I took her into my arms and shook 
her, and took her into my arms again and 
held her there, and knew that I could not save 
her. 

So it was that Anna married young Philip 
Coetzee of Malgas and went to live with him in 
the grey stone house that my father had built 
for her. Anna was proud of her house, as my 
mother had been, and Philip Coetzee bought 
much fine furniture for it in Platkops dorp. 
Anna was like a child about her furniture, and 
when he saw how it filled her mind Philip 
would buy now this and now that to please her. 
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Because of her lameness my mother could never 
go to Brandtwacht to see Anna’s things. She 
said to me one day: 

‘Is it true, Griet, that there is not one of my 
children has such a red plush sofa as stands now 
in Anna’s parlour?’ 

I told her: ‘It is true.’ 

My mother said: ‘May God forgive him, 
Griet, but where does Philip Coetzee get his 
money?” 

And quickly we came to learn where Philip 
got his money, for that same week he was sued 
for debt and bonded some of the Brandtwacht 
lands in payment. 

The day that his bond was published in the 
Cape Town paper Philip bought for Anna a 
little black box that played three tunes. In the 
evening, when Ludovic rode by on his horse, 
Anna was sitting out on the stoep. She 
called to Ludovic, and Ludovic, thinking she 
meant to speak of the bond, rode up to the 
stoep. 

Anna said to him: ‘Listen now, brother, to the 
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music that comes from this little black box 
that Philip has given me!’ 

Ludovic said to her: ‘Anna, have you seen 
this day the Cape Town paper?’ 

Anna answered: “But no, brother! Leave now 
the Cape Town paper and listen to the music 
that comes from this little black box that Philip 
has given me.’ 

And Ludovic, sitting on his horse, looked at 
Anna and could not believe that she did not 
know about Philip’s bond. He opened his 
mouth to speak, then closed it again, and turned 
round his horse and rode away. 

From that day Anna came but seldom to Wel- 
gevonden, and always when she came Philip 
Coetzee came with her. Anna took it for love 
of her that he kept now so close by her side, and 
her love for him was a fever that all the world 
might see. Little by little, through her love for 
him, Philip cut Anna off from us all. And week 
by week when his bonds were published he 
would bring some strange new thing from 
Platkops dorp to please her. So it was that 
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Philip played with our sister Anna till the last 
of the Brandtwacht lands were bonded. And 
quickly, quickly then the game was ended. 

It happened so that in September month our 
little Jacoba grew ill, and I took the child to 
Welgevonden and stayed with my mother there 
to nurse her. And while I was there Philip 
brought one day to Brandtwacht a strange 
young man who was a Jew. Philip said the Jew 
was his friend, and that Anna must take him 
over the house and show him the furniture. 
Anna was proud as a child to do this. She did 
not know it, and there was not one of us that 
knew it, but Philip was now a bankrupt and the 
Jew had come to make a list of all the things 
that must be sold to pay his debts. Yes, 
Anna’s house and her lands, her cattle and her 
ostriches, all, all that was hers must now be sold 
to pay Philip’s debts. And even to the day of 
the sale, which was to be at old Piet Grobelaar’s 
store, there was not one of us that knew it. 

The day of the sale, early in the morning before 
Anna was up, Philip sent his boys with the 
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cattle and the ostriches to old Piet Grobelaar’s. 
When coffee-time came he said to Anna that he 
had sent the boys for forage and that he must 
now ride after them. Philip left Anna alone in 
the house, and on the way to Piet Grobelaar’s 
he met again the strange young man who was a 
Jew. As they stood talking together in the road 
brother Ludovic rode by on his horse, and the 
Jew, who seemed angry about something with 
Philip, called to Ludovic to stop. At first, 
because for many months now not one of my 
brothers had spoken to Philip, brother Ludovic 
would not stop. But afterwards, God knows 
how it was, he turned his horse and rode 
back to the Jew. And the Jew asked him if he 
were going to old Piet Grobelaar’s for the 
Brandtwacht sale.... Yes, that was the first 
that we knew of the sale. 

Standing there in the road, speaking no word 
to Philip, Ludovic asked the Jew to stop the 
sale until he could fetch our brothers from their 
farms and together they would see what could 
be done to save the Brandtwacht lands. The 
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Jew promised, and Ludovic, riding so hard as 
he could up the valley to Thys, and on to Ryk 
and Andries, sent our brothers one by one 
to Anna’s house asking for Philip and the 
Jew. And always Anna sent them on to old 
Piet Grobelaar’s, where Philip had gone for 
forage. 

Last of all, from Vergelegen, came. brother 
Lombard whom Ludovic had sent a boy to 
fetch. Lombard asked Anna: 

“Where is the sale?’ 

Anna said to him: ‘But brother! What is now 
wrong with our family? First comes Thys and 
asks for Philip and rides away. And then comes 
Ryk and asks for Philip and rides away. And 
then Andries. And now you! What sale is it 
then that you all ride so hard to?’ 

Lombard said to her: ‘But Anna! Do you not 
know what Philip is doing?’ 

Anna said: ‘What is he doing? He is fetching 
forage from old Piet Grobelaar’s store.’ 

Lombard told her: ‘God forgive him, Anna, 
but Philip is selling this day your house and 
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your lands, your cattle and your ostriches, and 
all that is yours to pay his debts.’ 

And Lombard, who, like all my brothers, 
could not believe that Anna did not know about 
Philip and his bonds, whipped up his horse and 
rode away. 

That day my brothers bought back the farm 
of Brandtwacht among them. And Ludovic and 
Otto also, who worked always together for 
good, bought back Anna’s furniture and settled 
it so that Anna should have it as long as she 
lived. But because not one of my brothers 
knew that Philip had left my sister Anna, for 
he left her that day when he rode off with the 
Jew, there was not one of them that went to 
Brandtwacht to see her. And all that day, and 
all that night, Anna sat alone in the grey stone 
house my father had built for her. 

That night, late in the night, Otto and Ludo- 
vic came to my mother and me at Welgevonden. 
They told us all what they had done, and while 
my mother lay crying quietly in her bed I said 
to Ludovic: 
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‘But where, then, is our sister Anna?’ 

Ludovic said: ‘Now surely she is at Brandt- 
wacht with her husband Philip.’ 

I said to him: ‘God forgive you, Ludovic, but 
for a good man you are also a fool. There is not 
one of us, neither Anna nor another, that will 
see young Philip Coetzee again until he comes 
to borrow money.’ 

And I put the child in the bed with my 
mother, and made Otto inspan the cart and 
drive me through the night to my sister Anna. 

When we came to the farm at sun-up there was 
no sound on all the place. I climbed out of the 
cart and ran through the house and found Anna 
alone in the parlour. She sat on the red plush 
sofa and already her cheeks were flushed with 
the fever that was so soon to kill her. On her 
lap she held the little black box that Philip had 
given her, but though she turned and turned 
the handle there came no sound from it. 

I said to her: ‘Anna, my darling, our mother 
waits for you at Welgevonden and I have come 
to fetch you.’ 
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Anna, who was so dear to us all, looked at me 
with wild strange eyes that would never again 
see any of us clearly. 

‘Listen now, Griet,’ she said, ‘to the music that 
comes from this little black box that Philip has 
given me.’ 
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WAS TEACHING SCHOOL FOR MISS 
Cherry in Platkops dorp when Niccoline 
Johanna told me her love-story. Niccoline lived 
then in the old Bergh house opposite Miss 
Cherry’s garden, and Christoffeline, her little 
adopted niece, lived with her. Christoffeline 
was one of my pupils, and it was because of this, 
I think, that Niccoline made me her friend. 
Niccoline was a very silent woman, but, like 
many silent women, as I came afterwards to 
learn, she could at times speak very freely of all 
that was on her mind. As we sat sewing to- 
gether one afternoon, re-making a little white 
dress for her niece, she said to me suddenly: 
“Tell me now! Whose child do they say Chris- 
toffeline is?” 
‘Why, Niccoline,’ I cried, ‘she is your uncle 
Hans’s child, and her mother died when she 
was born!’ 
And Niccoline, putting down her work and 
looking out across the garden, answered: ‘She 
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is not my uncle Hans’s child. My uncle Hans 
had no child. She is Paul Marais’s child. Wait! 
I will now tell you!’ 

And here is what she told me. 

When my father was the pastor of Platkops 
dorp, and I was still a young girl, Paul Marais 
came down from the Caroline district to farm 
with old Jan Cloete on the Ghamka river. 
My father, who had also come from the Caro- 
line district, knew the parents of Paul Marais, 
and when he came to the dorp the young man 
would come to see my father at the parsonage. 
The first time that he came Jan Cloete brought 
him. Jan Cloete talked with my parents, and I 
remember yet how his beard waggled, and Paul 
Marais talked with me. He told me that day 
that his grandmother had been an English- 
woman. He was very proud of this and made 
me talk English for exercise. Every time that 
he came after that he spoke of his grandmother 
and made me talk English. He was very ear- 
nest about it. He was like that about everything 
that he did. It mattered terribly to Paul that his 
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grandmother had been English, and he made it 
matter also to me. Yes, he was like that. He 
nearly always got what he wanted and made you 
want him to get it. My father was not like that. 
The only thing that my father had wanted for 
himself was a daughter and it was not until 
he had been many years in Platkops that I 
was born. And then my mother gave me a 
man’s name after my father himself — Niccoline 
Johanna for Niklaas Jan. 

My mother was a very quick-tempered woman 
and sometimes my father’s goodness and 
patience would drive her nearly mad. My father 
was for ever giving his things away and trusting 
in the Lord. My mother could not so easily 
trust in the Lord and sometimes she would say 
very bitter things to my father about his patience 
and his faith, and about the saints in the Bible. 
And she would say that she who ought to have 
married Peter had married Moses. My mother 
could never like Moses. Jacob also she hated, 
and I remember yet how she would make me 
cry when she read me the story of Esau crying 
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for the blessing that Jacob had stolen. And yet 
though she was always quarrelling with my 
father about the saints in the Bible I know now 
that my mother was a good woman. It was her 
illness that made her so bitter and so unhappy, 
and so afraid for the future. We did not know 
that she was ill, but she knew, and the year that 
Paul Marais came she said many terrible things 
to my father and me, and not anything that we 
could do would please her. When Paul Marais 
asked me to marry him I thought at once how 
glad I should be to get away from my mother. 
Yes, I loved Paul with all my heart, and yet my 
love for him made me cruel towards my mother, 
and | thought that. 

Paul’s father had bought for him by now a 
farm in the Transvaal and we were to be married 
at once and go up-country. I was glad it was to 
be in the Transvaal. It would take my mother 
seven days to get to Paul’s farm from Platkops 
dorp, and God forgive me, but when Paul asked 
me to marry him I thought at once of that. It 
was as if it must kill me if I could not be alone 
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with Paul. Yes, love is like that — beautiful and 
cruel and selfish and bitter, and who can tell 
where the one begins and the other ends? 

When it was all settled between Paul and me 
I went to my mother to tell her. My mother 
was busy that day in the little room where she 
kept her linen. I went to her there and closed 
the door and said: ‘Ma, I am going to marry 
Paul Marais. His father has bought him a 
farm in the Transvaal and I am going to 
marry him.’ 

My mother let fall her work and looked up at 
me. She did not speak, but when I raised my 
voice and said again: ‘I am going to marry Paul 
Marais,’ she pushed aside her work and put her 
head on the table and cried like a child that is 
tired and can go no farther. It frightened me 
to hear her, and because I was frightened I was 
even more cruel. 

I said to her: ‘Ma, cry if you like, but I am 
going to marry Paul Marais. His father has got 
him a farm in the Transvaal and I am going to 
marry him.’ 
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My mother rose from her chair, and she, who 
had never yet pleaded with me about anything, 
held out her hands towards me and said: 

‘Niccoline, do not leave me!’ 

And God forgive me, but even as she spoke I 
drew back against the wall and cried: ‘But 
ma! J am going to marry Paul Marais!’ 

For a moment my mother looked at me and 
then, quickly, she began to undo her bodice. It 
had many buttons and she breathed hard, like a 
horse. I thought to myself, ‘Surely my mother 
is now going mad, but I shall marry Paul Marais 
and live with him in the Transvaal.’ ... Yes, I 
thought that.... My mother undid her slip 
and pulled down her chemise. And I knew then 
what it was that she hid there. 

My mother said: ‘Look, Niccoline!’ 

But I could not look, and she said again: 
‘Niccoline, in six months I shall be dead.’ 

And I heard, but could not speak. 

My mother said at last: ‘My child, when I am 
dead and you are with Paul Marais in the 
Transvaal how will it go with your pa? Your 
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pa is a saint, but like all the saints he is also a 
fool. When I am dead and you are with Paul 
in the Transvaal how will it go with him?” 

Well I knew how it would go with him! My 
father was but a child in the ways of the world 
and never would he learn to care for himself. 
Well I knew how it would go with him! And 
speaking no word to my mother I left her and 
went to my own room. Long, long I sat there, 
and though it was the night of the Bible-class I 
did not go. Only when the Bible-class was over 
I went out and met Paul in the Hoeg Straat. 
I said to him: ‘Paul, so long as my father lives 
I cannot marry you.’ 

Paul looked at me and said: ‘My God, Nicco- 
line!’ 

I said: ‘Paul, believe me it is for the best. 
Before God I have promised my mother. When 
my father is no longer the pastor of Platkops if 
you send for me I will come to you. But before 
God I have promised my mother.’ 

And Paul answered: ‘So! One day you pro- 
mise me one thing and the next day you promise 
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your mother another thing! May God forgive 
you and your promises, Niccoline Johanna, but 
surely my grandfather was right when he chose 
him an Englishwoman for his wife and I will do 
so also.’ 

And he left me there in the Hoeg Straat and 
took his horses out of the coffee-house stables 
and drove straight out of Platkops dorp and 
went to his farm in the Transvaal. 

When I went back to the parsonage my 
mother was waiting for me. She looked at me 
but did not speak. I said to her: ‘Ma, it is 
all arranged between Paul and me. So long 
as my father is pastor of Platkops I will stay 
with him. Afterwards I will go to Paul.’ 

Yes, I said that. It seemed to me right to say 
it. I knew that I would never now go to Paul, 
but my mother had not thought of what would 
become of me after my father died, only of what 
would become of him after she died. And one 
day she would think also of me. So I said to 
her: “I will go to Paul.’ 

And my mother took me into her arms and 
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kissed me and said many kind things about 
Paul. They were true, the things that she said. 
Yes, far into the night she talked about Paul 
and it was as if God had taken me up into a 
high mountain like Moses and were showing 
me the things that would never be mine. 

From that night my mother was very gentle 
with me and with my father also, and it seemed 
to me that I had never known her until now. 
It came that she grew quickly very ill and soon 
all the distri¢t knew that she was dying of can- 
cer. Many people came to us and showed us 
such kindness as my father had not known in 
all the forty years that he had been their pastor. 
Yes. ... My mother suffered much pain, but 
the five months that it took her to die were 
among the happiest in her life and in my 
father’s also. 

When my mother had been very ill for about 
four months my father went one day to Geel- 
boss to preach. He drove alone in his buggy. 
On the way home, between Geelboss and the 
Louwrens river, he came upon Jan Steen, with 
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his wife and six children. Jan Steen was drunk 
like he always was. He was the schoolmaster at 
Geelboss, but drink had lost him his school and 
he was trekking now to the dorp with his wife 
and children. It was a long way that they had 
still to go. My father had helped Jan Steen 
many times before and he helped him now 
again. He put his wife and children in the 
buggy and sent them on to the dorp, and started 
to walk himself with Jan Steen. Jan was still 
very drunk and when they got to the Louwrens 
river he pushed my father into the stream and 
then he himself fell in and my father had to 
pull him out. My father was no longer a young 
strong man and from his struggle with Jan and 
his wetting in the stream he was already in a 
fever when he reached us at the parsonage. In 
three days my father was dead. 

All Platkops came to my father’s funeral, for 
in all the Platkops distri€t there was no man 
who did not love him, and Jan Steen borrowed 
money and bought his wife a new black dress 
to wear for it. That day Jan Cloete told me that 
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Paul Marais had married an Englishwoman in 
the Transvaal. 

My mother did not live many days after my 
father. She did not know that Paul was married, 
and one night she said to me: 

‘Is it not strange, Niccoline, that I who could 
never trust in the Lord should die now so 
happy? Your pa is already safe in Heaven and 
soon you will be with Paul in the Transvaal.’ 

The next morning, one hour before sun-up, 
my mother died. Miss Cherry was sitting up 
with me. My mother asked for water and I ran 
to her with a little glass. Miss Cherry lifted her 
up and I held the glass to her lips. The water 
ran out of her mouth and down her chin and on 
to her breast, and I saw that my mother was 
dead. 

After my mother died the church-council gave 
to me the old Bergh house where still I live. I 
planted me my garden there and sold the vege- 
tables at the morning market, and I kept also a 
cow. I lived so ten years and had much to 
thank the Lord for. When I had been seven 
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years in the Bergh house Jan Cloete asked me 
one day at the morning market if I knew that 
the wife of Paul Marais had run off with the 
Mooidorp postmaster? I asked Jan Cloete if 
Paul had any children. Jan Cloete told me No. 
I went back to my house and thought many 
nights and days about Paul and his English 
wife. Jan Cloete never spoke to me of Paul 
again and there was no one else that I might 
ask, 

It was now three years after that that there 
came one night a knock at the door. Delia was 
already in bed and I took the lamp and went 
myself. It was Paul Marais who stood there, 
white in the night like a dead man. 

He said to me: ‘Niccoline Johanna, I have 
come to ask you to forgive me. My wife is dead 
and I have come to ask you to marry me. Will 
you do this, Niccoline Johanna?’ 

I said to him: ‘So surely as I live I will do it!’ 

And Paul said to me: ‘I was at a sale at my 
uncle’s farm in the Caroline district when my 
wife’s brother came to me and told me that my 
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wife was dead and that surely there were things 
of hers that belonged now to him. I told him I 
would send him the things, but first I must go 
to Platkops, and afterwards when it was settled 
about the sale I would send him the things.’ 
And he said to me also: 

‘It will take me one month to get all settled 
up, Niccoline Johanna, and in one month I 
will come for you and we will go together to 
the Transvaal.’ And I made him a cup of coffee, 
and he climbed on his horse and rode away. 

I cannot tell you what it was like for me after 
Paul rode away. I could speak to no one about 
him and yet it seemed to me that all the world 
must know that in one month he would come 
to make me his wife. When I went to the Bible- 
class I tried even to sing, I was so happy. When 
Magdalena Fourie looked at me with her great 
flat face I did not feel a fool. I stopped singing, 
but I thought to myself, ‘It is Magdalena who 
is the fool.’ 

When it was now three weeks that Paul had 
been gone I| sat one night sewing at the dress 
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that I would wear for my wedding. It was late, 
and in all the dorp my house alone had a light. 
Presently there came into the garden a drunk 
man. The drunk man came on to the stoep, and 
I do not know how it was but I knew then that 
it was Paul. I ran to the door and called to him. 
When I got him into the room I saw that it 
was not drink that was wrong with him but 
trouble and hunger. I had seen men come to 
my father like that and I knew. I ran and made 
coffee, and gave him biltong and bread to eat. I 
would not let him speak till he had eaten. And 
then he said to me: 

‘Niccoline, my wife is alive.’ And this is what 
he told me... . Coming down from his farm 
he had to spend a night at the Watersand toll- 
house in the Philip district. It was late when 
he reached the toll and the toll-master was away 
from home. A coloured boy took his horse to 
the stable and Paul went straight to his room. 
The next morning a white woman brought him 
his coffee. She opened the shutters, and when 
she turned he saw that it was his wife. 
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His wife came up to the side of the bed and said: 
‘Paul Marais, I heard you come last night. 
You came in answer to prayer. For three years 
my life has been hell. I ask you now to save 
me. I don’t ask you to forgive me, Paul Marais, 
but I ask you to save me. If you don’t take me 
away from here I shall kill John Gordon when 
he comes home, and then I shall kill myself.’ 
And she left him. And Paul saw then how her 
brother had lied to him so that he might get 
hold of her things, and he remembered also 
that the coloured boy who took his horse to the 
stable had said that his master would be away 
still three more days. 

When Paul remembered this he dressed very 
quietly and climbed out of the window and went 
to the stable and got out his horse. In five 
minutes he was on the road to Platkops dorp 
and that whole day he had no food. He was 
‘weak like a child when he came to me. It was 
terrible to me to see him so weak. He who had 
been always so sure of himself did not know now 
what he must do. He said to me: 
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“What shall I do, Niccoline Johanna?’ 

I said to him: ‘Paul, can you ask me that? Go 
back to your wife before it is too late, or surely 
God will hold you to blame.’ 

And Paul said, as he had said so many years 
before: ‘My God, Niccoline!’ 

For a long time | talked with Paul and at last 
he went away. When I could no longer hear his 
horse on the road I went to my own room and 
cried as if my heart must break. And always I 
said to myself: ‘Who was now the fool in the 
Bible-class, Niccoline Johanna? Was it Magda- 
lena Fourie?’ Yes... All that night I saw 
Magdalena’s flat face looking at me when I 
tried to sing in the Bible-class. 

For many days after that I thought I could not 
live. I could not forget how ill Paul looked, and 
I trembled all the time to hear that his wife had 
killed John Gordon. When Delia dropped her 
pails I thought: “They have come to tell me.’ 
For the least sound my heart would stop and I 
would think: “They have come to tell me.’ At 
the morning market they said to me: 
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“But you are ill, Niccoline Johanna! What is 
then wrong with you?’ And I could not tell 
them. 

At last one day there came a letter from Paul 
saying that he and his wife were now in the 
Transvaal. He was selling his farm and going 
to another close to where my father’s youngest 
brother, Hans, was then living. His wife also 
wrote. Yes... Paul had told her all that had 
happened between us and she wrote to me. It 
was a sad letter that I got from her and yet it 
made me happier than I had been for many 
weeks. 

A good while after that I heard from my uncle 
Hans that Paul Marais was in consumption and 
that his wife was expecting a child. I sent Paul 
a liniment for his chest, and his wife many little 
things that I made for her baby. His wife 
wrote that the child was to be called Niklaas 
Jan if it were a boy, and Niccoline Johanna if it 
were a girl, I asked them to call it, rather, 
Christoffeline after my mother. 

It was several months after that that my uncle 
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Hans wrote that Paul Marais had a daughter 
and that his wife was dead. He said also that 
Paul could not live the winter through, being 
now very far gone in consumption. They had 
gota nurse for the child, but soon, he thought, 
they would need a nurse also for Paul. 

When I read uncle Hans’s letter I called to 
Delia and told her I was going to my uncle in 
the Transvaal. I went also to Miss Cherry and 
told her, and we settled it so that she should 
look after my cow and my garden. Before the 
rest of the dorp knew about it I was already on 
my way to the Transvaal in the Platkops post- 
cart. Miss Cherry said always, to the people 
who came for milk from my cow, that I had 
gone to my uncle in the Transvaal. 

It was a terrible journey that I took, and when 
at last I got to my uncle Hans’s place Paul was 
already there with the child Christoffeline. 
Uncle Hans was kind to all men, as my father 
had been, and we nursed Paul together. Some 
days he was very ill, but other days he was sure 
he was getting better and would give us no 
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peace until we carried him out on the stoep. 
When we got him to the stoep he would cry 
from weakness and ask us to carry him back 
again to die. Six weeks we nursed him so. The 
last week of his life he lay with his face to the 
wall and would speak to no one. But the day 
that he died he sat up early in the morning, while 
it was yet dark, and spoke of his grandmother 
the Englishwoman. All that day he spoke of 
her and at sundown he died. 

After Paul died I came again to Platkops dorp 
and the child Christoffeline came with me. In 
Platkops dorp there was not anyone who now 
remembered Paul Marais. At the morning mar- 
ket they said to me: 

‘Is it true, Niccoline Johanna, that you have 
brought a child from your uncle Hans’s place 
to be your adopted niece?’ 

I told them: ‘It is true.’ 

They said to me: ‘May the Lord bless the 
child to you, Niccoline Johanna!’ 

And I answered: ‘Surely He will do so.’ ... 

For a little while after Niccoline Johanna 
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ceased to speak we sat together in silence, and 
when at last I looked at her on her strong sallow 
face there was neither bitterness nor sorrow, 
only a quiet resignation. 

“You see this dress that I am making for 
Christoffeline?’ she said. ‘It is the same that ] 
was making that night for my wedding.’ 
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Uds WON EEA -STOEP, LIN sd HE 
moonlight Alida spoke of her son Ludo- 
vitje. 

See now, she said, how they shine in the night, 
like stars on the land, the little white flowers 
in Ludovic’s garden. Under the orange-trees 
he planted them, and always he said: ‘For 
grandfather’s grave I will grow them....’ 
And now they grow there for his. 

See how it was with my darling! Weak he 
was from the day he was born, and weak he was 
all the days of his life, but who was there in all 
the Platkops district that walked so close with 
God? When they said to me in Platkops dorp: 
‘Surely Alida the child is now also weak in his 
mind?’ it was as if my heart must break to hear 
them. And in the market-place I cried: ‘May 
God forgive us that we have not all such weak- 
ness! Full of the grace and glory of God is his 
mind, and all that know the child may see it.’ 
And I said to them also: “True it is that Ludo- 
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vitje goes but seldom to school because of the 
fever that comes so often upon him, but long 
ago he has learnt to read, and his book it is 
the Bible. Yes! The Bible is his reading-book, 
and tell me now, for stronger minds where is 
there a greater?’ 

Yes, so it was that I spoke with them in the 
market-place. And afterwards, when Maqwasi 
the Kafr came many times I thought of it. 

The year that grandfather died and Ludovitje 
planted his garden, that same year it was that 
my husband Piet got a gang of Kaffirs from the 
Tali district to build him a dam in the Credo 
mountains. Far up in the mountains they built 
it, leading the water from there in furrows to 
our lands in the valley. Piet had often to go to 
the dam, to see the Kaffirs at their work, and 
always when he could Ludovitje would go with 
him. Early, early in the morning they would 
go, riding together in the stump-cart up our 
long ravine that lies so beautiful at the foot of the 
Credo mountains. There was no road for them 
to go but a track only that the Kaffirs had made, 
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and so rough it was that as they drove the cart 
would toss and swing like a branch in a storm, 
and the little kopjes would dance before their 
eyes. And always then Ludovitje would sing 
to his father the 114th psalm — “The mountains 
skipped like rams and the little hills like young 
sheep.’ Yes, when they sing that psalm in 
Platkops church?! I see again my darling riding 
to the mountains with his father. 

The Kaffirs that worked for Piet were such big 
strong men as do not belong to our part of the 
colony. They came from far up-country and 
they did not yet believe in the Living God, the 
Heavenly Father. But when Ludovitje came 
among them, singing his psalm, they would 
stop in their work to listen to him. And quickly 
they came also to sing it. Yes, these men that 
did not yet believe in the Living God, the 
Heavenly Father, came so, as they builded our 
dam, to sing the 114th psalm —‘ Tremble, 
thou earth, at the presence of the Lord, at the 
presence of the God of Jacob, Who turned the 


1 Metrical version used in Dutch church. 
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hard rock into a standing water and the flint- 
stone into a springing well.’ 

So they would sing, and Maqwasi, that was 
the head of the gang, would say to the child 
Ludovitje: “Tell us now! Who is this King of 
Jacob? And where is now this springing well?’ 

And Ludovitje would tell him. Of the wan- 
derings of the Children of Israel he would tell 
him, and of God’s guidance in the Wilderness. 
Of God’s goodness and mercy to those that 
love Him he would tell him, and of the pure 
River of Water of Life that He has given us. 

Maqwasi would say to him: ‘Where runs now 
this River of Water of Life?’ 

And Ludovitje would answer: ‘Clear as crystal 
is the River of Water of Life and close by the 
throne of God and of the Lamb it runs.’ 

Yes, so it was that my darling spoke with 
Maqwasi the Kaffir, and always he would say to 
me: ‘Wait now! Maqwasi will yet be a pearl 
in my crown.’ 

There came a day, when the Kaffirs had nearly 
finished their work, that Ludovitje grew ill 
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again of his fever and Piet went to the dam 
alone. When he saw that the child was not 
with his father Maqwasi came to Piet and said: 
“Master! How goes it with the child?’ 

And Piet said to him: “The child lies now so 
sick on his bed that there is not one of us that 
knows how it will go with him.’ 

Maqwasi said to him: ‘Master! Let Master 
now give Maqwasi leave to go to the child.’ 

And Piet answered him: ‘Go then!’ 

So it was that Maqwasi put down his tools and 
ran from the mountains down the ravine to 
our farm in the valley. All the way from the 
mountains he ran, and presently he stood in 
the door of the room where Ludovitje was 
lying. Gently he came, but Ludovitje heard 
him, and sitting up in his bed he held out 
his arms and cried: ‘Maqwasi! Maqwasi! 
Clear as crystal isthe River of Water of Life 
and close by the throne of God and of the 
Lamb it runs. Can you not yet believe, Maq- 
wasi?’ 

And Maqwasi, standing there with tears in 
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his eyes, answered him: ‘Master! Now I be- 
lieve.’ 

Yes, God knows how it was, but from that 
moment Maqwasi believed. 

All that day, and the next day also, Maqwasi 
stayed with us at the farm. When the young 
doétor came the next morning from Platkops 
dorp he thought at first that Ludovitje was 
better. But Ludovitje himself said to Maqwasi: 
This night I shall see my King.’ 

All that day the people came from the farms 
around us to see the child, for all through the 
valley it was known already that Ludovitje had 
saved Maqwasi the Kafr and that he now 
lay dying. When the house was now so full of 
people that many were out also on the stoep 
there came the teacher from the farm school and 
all the scholars with her. 

The teacher asked him: ‘Shall I sing to you 
Ludovitje?’ 

And Ludovitje answered: ‘Sing now the 114th 
psalm, and Maqwasi, that is the pearl of my 
crown, will sing it also.’ 
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And she began to sing, and the scholars and 
Maqwasi with her, and all the people that were 
in the house and on the stoep. 

And when they had sung ‘Tremble, thou 
earth, at the presence of the Lord, at the pres- 
ence of the God of Jacob Who turned the hard 
rock into a standing water, and the flint-stone 
into a springing well,’ Ludovitje, who lay 
with his head on my breast, cried out aloud: ‘A 
dove. A dove! See now, a dove in the window!’ 

And we looked, but could see no dove. 

And Ludovitje cried again: ‘To the River of 
Water of Life he flies before me! I come, Lord 
Jesus! I come! I come!’ 

And he half rose from the bed and held out 
his arms. And falling again, with his head on 
my breast, he died. 

That night when the child lay in his coffin 
Maqwasi came to Piet and said: ‘Master! Let 
me now dig a grave for the child on the kopje 
that lies behind the house and looks towards the 
mountains. Surely it is towards the mountains 
that the child would lie.’ 
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Piet said to him: “The kopje is clay-stone, and 
who now can dig a grave through clay-stone?’ 

Maqwasi answered: ‘Have I not dug for 
Master a dam in the mountains, and can I not 
now, with my tools, dig a grave for the child in 
the clay-stone?’ 

So he dug the grave. Like a little room in the 
clay-stone he dug it, and there we laid the child. 

When Magqwasi’s work at the dam was done 
and it was now time for him to go back to the 
Tali distri€t, Piet went to him and asked him 
to stay. ‘Work now for me on the farm, Maq- 
wasi,’ he said, ‘and surely for the sake of the 
child I will deal well with you.’ 

But Maqwasi answered him: ‘Master! For 
the sake of the child to my own people I must 
go. To tell them of the River of Water of Life 
I must go, that they also may be pearls in his 
crown.’ 

Yes, back to his own people Maqwasi went, 
to speak with them of the River of Water of 
Life. And before he went Piet said to him: ‘See 
now, Maqwasi! All men must die, and what 

148 


LUDOVITJE 


is death that we should fear it? Dig for us now 
before you go, graves for my wife and me that 
at the last we may lie one on each side of the 
child. For it may be that when we came to die 
there will be no man on all the farm that can 
dig through the clay-stone like Maqwasi the 
Kaffir, and where then shall we lie?’ 

So Maqwasi dug for us graves in the clay- 
stone. One on each side of the child he dug 
them, and left us, and went again to his own 
people, spreading the Word of God among 
them. 
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The Sisters 
ARTA WAS THE ELDEST OF MY 


father’s children, and she was sixteen 
years old when our mother died and our father 
lost the last of his water-cases to old Jan Red- 
linghuis of Bitterwater. It was the water-cases. 
that killed my mother. Many, many times she 
had cried to my father to give in to old Jan 
Redlinghuis whose water-rights had been fixed 
by law long before my father built his water- 
furrow from the Ghamka river. But my father 
could not rest. If he could but get a fair share 
of the river-water for his furrow, he would say, 
his farm of Zeekoegatt would be as rich as the 
farm of Bitterwater and we should then have a 
town-house in Platkops dorp and my mother 
should wear a black cashmere dress all the days 
of her life. My father could not see that my 
mother did not care about the black cashmere 
dress or the town-house in Platkops dorp. My 
mother was a very gentle woman with a disease 
of the heart, and all she cared about was to have 
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peace in the house and her children happy 
around her. And for so long as my father was 
at law about his water-rights there could be no 
peace on all the farm of Zeekoegatt. With each 
new water-case came more bitterness and sorrow 
tous all. Even between my parents at last came 
bitterness and sorrow. And in bitterness and 
sorrow my mother died. 

In his last water-case my father lost more 
money than ever before, and to save the farm 
he bonded some of the lands to old Jan Red- 
linghuis himself. My father was surely mad 
when he did this, but he did it. And from that 
day Jan Redlinghuis pressed him, pressed him, 
pressed him, till my father did not know which 
way to turn. And then, when my father’s back 
was up against the wall and he thought he must 
sell the last of his lands to pay his bond, Jan 
Redlinghuis came to him and said: 

‘I will take your daughter, Marta Magdalena, 
instead.’ 

Three days Jan Redlinghuis gave my father, 
and in three days, if Marta did not promise to 
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marry him, the lands of Zeekoegatt must be 
sold. Marta told me this late that same night. 
She said to me: 

“Sukey, my father has asked me to marry old 
Jan Redlinghuis. I am going to do it.’ 

And she said again: ‘Sukey my darling, listen 
now! IfI marry old Jan Redlinghuis he will let 
the water into my father’s furrow, and the lands 
of Zeekoegatt will be saved. I am going to do 
it, and God will help me.’ 

I cried to her: ‘Marta! Old Jan Redlinghuis 
is a sinful man, going at times a little mad in 
his head. God must help you before you marry 
him. Afterwards it will be too late.’ 

And Marta said: ‘Sukey, if I do right, right 
will come of it, and it is right for me to save the 
lands for my father. Think now, Sukey my dar- 
ling! There is not one of us that is without sin 
in the world and old Jan Redlinghuis is not 
always mad. Who am I to judge Jan Redling- 
huis? And can I then let my father be driven 
like a poor-white to Platkops dorp?’ And she 
drew me down on to the pillow beside her, and 
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took me into her arms, and I cried there until 
far into the night. 

The next day I went alone across the river to 
old Jan Redlinghuis’s farm. No one knew that 
I went, or what it was in my heart todo. When 
I came to the house Jan Redlinghuis was out 
on the stoep smoking his pipe. 

I said to him: ‘Jan Redlinghuis, I have come 
to offer myself.’ 

Jan Redlinghuis took his pipe out of his mouth 
and looked at me. I said again: ‘I have come 
to ask you to marry me instead of my sister 
Marta.’ 

Old Jan Redlinghuis said to me: “And why 
have you come to do this thing, Sukey de Jager?’ 

I told him: ‘Because it is said that you are a 
sinful man, Jan Redlinghuis, going at times a 
little mad in your head, and my sister Marta is 
too good for you.’ 

For a little while old Jan Redlinghuis looked 
at me, sitting there with his pipe in his hand, 
thinking the Lord knows what. And presently 
he said: 
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‘All the same, Sukey de Jager, it is your sister 
Marta that I will marry and no one else. If not, 
I will take the lands of Zeekoegatt as is my 
right, and I will make your father bankrupt. 
Do now as you like about it.’ 

And he put his pipe in his mouth, and not one 
other word would he say. 

I went back to my father’s house with my 
heart heavy like lead. And all that night I cried 
to God: ‘Do now what you will with me, but 
save our Marta.’ Yes, I tried to make a bargain 
with the Lord so that Marta might be saved. 
And I said also: ‘If He does not save our Marta 
I will know that there is no God.’ 

In three weeks Marta married old Jan Red- 
linghuis and went to live with him across 
the river. On Marta’s wedding-day I put my 
father’s Bible before him and said: 

‘Pa, pray if you like, but I shall not pray with 
you. There is no God or surely He would have 
saved our Marta. But if there is a God as surely 
will He burn our souls in Hell for selling Marta 
to old Jan Redlinghuis.’ 
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- From that time I could do what I would with 
my father, and my heart was bitter to all the 
world but my sister Marta. When my father 
said to me: 

‘Is it not wonderful, Sukey, what we have done 
with the water that old Jan Redlinghuis lets 
pass to my furrow?’ 

I answered him: ‘What is now wonderful? It 
is blood that we lead on our lands to water 
them. Did not my mother die for it? And was 
it not for this that we sold my sister Marta to 
old Jan Redlinghuis?’ 

Yes, I said that. It was as if my heart must 
break to see my father water his lands while old 
Jan Redlinghuis held my sister Marta up to 
shame before all Platkops. 

I went across the river to my sister Marta as 
often as I could, but not once after he married 
her did old Jan Redlinghuis let Marta come 
back to my father’s house. 

“Look now, Sukey de Jager,’ he would say to 
me, ‘your father has sold me his daughter for his 
lands. Let him now look to his lands and leave 
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me his daughter.’ And that was all he would 
say about it. 

Marta had said that old Jan Redlinghuis was 
not always mad, but from the day that he mar- 
ried her his madness was to cry to all the world 
to look at the wife that Burgert de Jager had 
sold to him. 

‘Look,’ he would say, ‘how she sits in her new 
tent-cart — the wife that Burgert de Jager sold 
to me.’ 

And he would point to the Zeekoegatt lands 
and say: ‘See now, how green they are, the 
lands that Burgert de Jager sold me his daugh- 
ter to save.’ 

Yes, even before strangers would he say these 
things, stopping his cart in the road to say 
them, with Marta sitting by his side. 

My father said to me: ‘Is it not wonderful, 
Sukey, to see how Marta rides through the 
country in her new tent-cart?’ 

I said to him: ‘What is now wonderful? It is 
to her grave that she rides in the new tent-cart, 
and presently you will see it.’ 
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And I said to him also: ‘It took you many 
years to kill my mother, but believe me it will 
not take as many months for old Jan Redling- 
huis to kill my sister Marta.’ Yes, God forgive 
me, but I said that to my father. All my pity 
was for my sister Marta, and I had none to give 
my father. 

And all this time Marta spoke no word against 
old Jan Redlinghuis. She had no illness that 
one might name, but every day she grew a little 
weaker, and every day Jan Redlinghuis in- 
spanned the new tent-cart and drove her round 
the country. This madness came at last so 
strong upon him that he must drive from sun- 
up to sun-down crying to all whom he met: 
‘Look now at the wife that Burgert de Jager 
sold to me!’ 

So it went, day after day, day after day, till at 
last there came a day when Marta was too weak 
to climb into the cart and they carried her from 
where she fell into the house. Jan Redlinghuis 
sent for me across the river. 

When I came to the house old Jan Redling- 
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huis was standing on the stoep with his gun. 
He said to me: ‘See here, Sukey de Jager! 
Which of us now had the greatest sin — your 
father who sold me his daughter Marta, or I 
who bought her? Marta who let herself be sold, 
or you who offered yourself to save her?’ 

And he took up his gun and left the stoep and 
would not wait for an answer. 

Marta lay where they had put her on old Jan 
Redlinghuis’s great wooden bed, and only twice 
did she speak. Once she said: 

“He was not always mad, Sukey my darling, 
and who am I that I should judge him?’ 

And again she said: ‘See how it is, my darling! 
In a little while I shall be with our mother. 
So it is that God has helped me.’ 

At sun-down Marta died, and when they ran 
to tell Jan Redlinghuis they could not find him. 
All that night they looked for him, and the next 
day also. We buried Marta in my mother’s 
grave at Zeekoegatt. ... And still they could 
not find Jan Redlinghuis. Six days they looked 
for him, and at last they found his body in the 
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mountains. God knows what madness had 
driven old Jan Redlinghuis to the mountains 
when his wife lay dying, but there it was they 
found him, and at Bitterwater he was buried. 

That night my father came to me and said: 
‘It is true what you said to me, Sukey. It is 
blood that I have led on my lands to water them, 
and this night will I close the furrow that I 
built from the Ghamka river. God forgive 
me, I will do it.’ 

It was in my heart to say to him: “The blood 
is already so deep in the lands that nothing we 
can do will now wash it out.’ But I did not say 
this. I do not know how it was, but there came 
before me the still, sad face of my sister Marta, 
and it was as if she herself answered for me. 

“Do now as it seems right to you,’ I said to my 
father. ‘Who am I that I should judge you?” 
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LIE VAN STADEN WAS CLOSE ON 

seventy-two years old when she went with 
her son Stephan, and her motherless little 
grandson, Stephan’s Koos, to Mijnheer Beze- 
denhout’s farm of Koelkuil in the Verlatenheid. 
She was a short squarely-built woman, slow in 
thought and slow in movement, with dark 
brown eyes set deep in a long, somewhat heavy 
and expressionless face. In her youth her eyes 
had been beautiful, but there was none who 
now remembered her youth and in old age she 
looked out upon the world with a patient endur- 
ance which had in it something of the strength 
and something of the melancholy of the labour- 
ing Ox. 

All her life, save for six months in her girl- 
hood, Alie had lived in the Verlatenheid — that 
dreary stretch of the Great Karoo which lies 
immediately to the north of the Zwartkops 
Mountains and takes its name from the desola- 
tion which nature displays here in the grey 
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volcanic harshness of its kopjes and the scanty 
vegetation of its veld. This grey and desolate 
region was her world. Here, as the child of 
poor-whites and as the mother of poor-whites 
she had drifted for seventy years from farm to 
farm in the shiftless, thriftless labour of her 
class. Here in a bitter poverty she had married 
her man, borne her children, and accepted 
dumbly whatever ills her God had inflicted upon 
her. With her God she had no communion save 
in the patient uncomplaining fulfilment of His 
will as the daily circumstances of her life re- 
vealed it to her. Prayer was never wrung from 
her. That cry of ‘Our Father! Our Father!’ 
which comes so naturally to the heart and from 
the lips of her race never came from hers. 
Sorrow had been her portion, but this was life as 
she conceived it, and tearless she had borne it. 
And now of all her sons Stephan alone was left to 
her, and already Stephan was suffering from 
that disease of the chest which had killed first 
his father and then his three brothers, Koos, 
Hendrick and Piet. 
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In her son, the bijwoner Stephan van Staden, 
there was none of old Alie’s quiet endurance of 
life. The bijwoner could not without protest 
accept the ills which his God so persistently 
visited upon him. He was a weak and obstinate 
man who saw in his God a power actively 
engaged in direct opposition to himself, and at 
each fresh blow dealt him by his God he lifted 
up his voice and cried aloud his injury. At 
Koelkuil his voice was often thus raised, for 
here his illness rapidly increased, and here he 
found in his new master a harsh man made 
harsher by a drought which had brought him 
close to ruin. 

The drought was in fact the worst that any 
middle-aged man of the Verlatenheid remem- 
bered. When Stephan went as bijwoner to Koel- 
kuil the farm had had no rain for over two years 
and through all his eighteen months of service 
with Mijnheer only three light showers fell. 
Day after day men rose to a cloudless sky and 
hot shimmering air, or to a dry and burning 
wind that scorched and withered as it blew. 
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Slowly, steadily, the grey earth became greyer, 
the bare kopjes barer, the veld itself empty of 
familiar life. The herds of spring-buck seeking 
water at the dried-up fountains grew smaller 
and smaller. The field-mice, the tortoises, the 
meer-kats — all the humbler creatures of the 
veld—died out of ken. The starving jackal 
played havoc among the starving sheep. The 
new-born lamb was killed to save the starving 
ewe. The cattle, the sheep, the ostriches and 
the donkeys were drawn in their extremity 
closer to the abodes of men in their vain search 
for food. Their lowing and bleating drifted 
- mournfully across the stricken land as slowly, 
steadily, their famished bodies were gathered 
into the receiving earth and turned again to the 
dust from which they had sprung. 

In the strain of these months there was con- 
stant friction between Stephan van Staden and 
his master. Nothing done by the one was right 
in the eyes of the other. Stephan, ill and 
irritable, was loud in his criticism of Mijnheer. 
Mijnheer, a ruined man, was unjust in the 
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demands he made of his bijwoner. They came 
at last to an active open warfare into which all 
on the farm save old Alie were drawn. From 
their conflict she alone remained quietly aloof. 
Sitting on the high stone step in front of the 
bijwoner’s house, gazing in melancholy across 
the Verlatenheid, she would listen in silence to 
the arguments of both master and man alike. 
Stephan’s vehemence made him indifferent to 
her silence. Mijnheer resented and feared it. 
He read in it a judgment of himself, and who 
was this Alie, the poor-white, that she should 
judge him? Why did she never speak that he 
might answer? Of what did she think as she sat 
there, immovable as God, on the high stone step 
in front of the door? He did not know, and 
would never know, but he came in the end to 
hate this old woman so strong, it seemed to him, 
in her silence, so powerful in her patience. And 
when, in a spell of bitter cold, the bijwoner 
suddenly died, he thought with relief that now 
old Alie must go. 

It was in the early winter of the fourth year of 
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the drought that Stephan van Staden died, and 
on the day that he was buried Mijnheer, stand- 
ing by the graveside, told Alie van Staden that 
his bijwoner’s house would be needed at once 
for the man who was coming in her son’s place. 
He was, he said, but naturally sorry for herself 
and the child, but doubtless they had relatives 
to whom they might go, and she must see for 
herself that it was impossible for him, a man 
wellnigh ruined by the drought, to do anything 
whatever to help her. She must know, also, 
that her son’s illness had made him a poor 
bijwoner and added much to his losses among 
his sheep. In fact the more he thought of it the 
more convinced he was that no other farmer 
in the Verlatenheid would have borne with 
Stephan so long as he, Godlieb Bezedenhout, 
had done. And on this note of righteousness he 
ended. 

To all that Mijnheer had to say Alie listened, 
as always, in silence. What, indeed, was there 
for her to answer? Mijnheer spoke of relatives 
to whom she might turn for help for herself and 
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Stephan’s child, but in fact she had none. She 
was the last of her generation as Stephan had 
been the last of his. The poor-white is poor also 
in physique, and of all her consumptive stock 
only Stephan’s Koos remained. Stephan’s wife 
had died when her son was born, and her people 
had long since drifted out of sight, she could 
not say where. The child, therefore, had none 
but herself to stand between him and destitu- 
tion. All that was to be done for him she herself 
must do. All that was to be planned for him she 
herself must plan. 

Slowly, while her master spoke, these thoughts 
passed through her mind. But by no word did 
she betray them or the desolation of her heart. 
When he ceased she parted from him with a 
quiet ‘Good-day’ and went back to the bij- 
woner’s house with Stephan’s Koos. 

For her six-year-old grandson Alie had a 
deep but inarticulate tenderness. All the little 
warmth that life still held for her came to her 
through Stephan’s Koos. It was she who had 
saved him when Anna died. It was she who 
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had stood between him and the fury of his father 
when Stephan, in his illness, turned against his 
own son. All that Stephan’s son had known of 
love had come to him through her, yet for that 
love she had found no words and to it she could 
give no expression beyond a rare and awkward 
gesture, too harsh or too restrained to be called 
a caress. Yet the boy —a slim small child with 
eyes as dark as her own, and long thin fingers 
like the claws of a bird — was conscious of no 
shortcomings in his grandmother. His father 
had always been strange to him, and death had 
but added another mystery to the many which 
had surrounded him in life. But with his 
grandmother nothing was strange or myster- 
ious. With his grandmother he knew where 
he was going, he knew what he was doing. She 
was his tower of strength, his shadow of a great 
rock in a dry and thirsty land. By her side he 
was safe. Wherever she went, whatever she 
did, by her side he was safe... . 

When they reached the house Alie sat down, 
as was her custom, upon the high stone step in 
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front of the door, and the boy, pressing close to 
her side to deepen his sense of security there, 
sat down beside her. For a time they were 
silent, the child content, his grandmother 
brooding on the past. She was a woman of little 
imagination. Her mind, moving slowly among 
familiar things, was heavy always with the 
melancholy of the Verlatenheid, and from it she 
had but one escape — to the village of Hermans- 
dorp where once as a girl she had lived with her 
mother’s cousin, Tan’ Betje, and worked with 
her at mattress-making at one of the stores. 
Beyond this her thoughts never ventured. And 
it was to Hermansdorp that her thoughts 
travelled slowly now with their dawning hope. 

Before them, as they sat on the step, there 
stretched for mile after mile the grey and 
barren veld, the wild and broken kopjes of the 
Verlatenheid. But it was not these that old Alie 
saw. Her vision travelled slowly, painfully 
through the years to the long low line of hills 
to the north in a fold of which lay the village, 
with near it, in the shade of a clump of thorn- 
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trees, a dam where men and women journeying 
to the dorp for Sacrament, outspanned their 
carts and waggons. She saw again the white- 
washed church, and the graveyard, with its tall 
dark cypress trees among the white-washed 
tombs, where she and Tan’ Betje had walked 
together on Sunday afternoons spelling out the 
names of those who lay buried there. She saw 
again the long wide straight Kerk Straat, with 
its running furrows of clear water and its 
double row of pear-trees in blossom. Behind 
the pear-trees were white-washed dwelling- 
houses set back in gardens or green lands, and 
stores with stoeps built out on to the street 
under the trees. At the head ‘of the street, 
across it, stood the square white-washed gaol — 
and she remembered how, when first she had 
seen it, not knowing it to be the gaol, there had 
come into her mind that saying of our Lord: 
‘In my Father’s house are many mansions’ — so 
big and gracious had this building seemed to 
her. 

Tan’ Betje’s little house, she remembered, had 
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been up a narrow lane. Three rooms it had had, 
with green wooden shutters, and a pear-tree in 
the yard. Under the pear-tree they had sat 
together cleaning the coir for mattresses — dip- 
ping it first into buckets of hot water, then 
teasing it and spreading it out in the sun to dry. 
For the poor they had made mattresses of 
mealie-leaves, stripping the dried leaves into 
shreds with a fork and packing them into sacks. 
. .. It had been pleasant in the yard, and Tan’ 
Betje’s talk pleasant to hear. And in the little 
house there had always been food. She could 
not remember a day when there had not been 
food. Good food. Tan’ Betje had been kind to 
her, and at the store too they had been kind. 
Her master’s son had himself come several 
times to speak to her when she went for the 
coir. The old master would be dead now, per- 
haps. But the young master would be there. 
And he would remember. He would give her 
Wort. ‘ 

As if following her thoughts her fingers, stiff 
with labour and old age, fell awkwardly into the 
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once familiar movements of teasing the coir in 
the sun-lit yard. The boy, wearied at last of her 
long silence, pressed closer to her side. She 
looked down upon him sombrely and drew his 
thin, claw-like hand into hers. Slowly, halting 
often in her speech, she began to talk to him 
of Hermansdorp where together they would go. 
And into the child’s sense of security there 
came a new sense of romance and adventure 
deepening his confidence in the wisdom and 
rightness of all that his grandmother said and 
did. 

That night, while her grandson slept, old Alie 
bundled together their few possessions. Mijn- 
heer had given her three days in which to make 
her plans and preparations, but she needed 
in her poverty less time than that for these. 
Stephan had come to Koelkuil a poor man and 
he had died a poorer, and in the meagre plenish- 
ing of the bijwoner’s house there was little that 
could not be piled on to the rough unpainted 
cart by which, eighteen months earlier, they 
had journeyed to the farm. At dawn she roused 
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the boy and with his help loaded the cart and 
inspanned the two donkeys. The donkeys were 
poor and starved, as were also the pitiful handful 
of sheep and goats which were all that remained 
of Stephan’s flock. These, when all was ready, 
Koos drove out of the kraal towards her. And 
slowly, as the sun rose, they set off. 

As they left the farm — the boy on foot herding 
the little flock, his grandmother perched high 
on the cart peering out upon the world from the 
depths of her black calico sun-bonnet — there 
was little to mark their exodus as differing from 
any other that one might meet at any time in 
the Verlatenheid. The poor-white here, though 
he belongs to the soil, has no roots in the soil. 
He is by nature a wanderer, with none of that 
conservative love of place which makes to many 
men one spot on earth beloved above all others. 
Yet the range of his wanderings is limited, and 
the Verlatenheid man remains as a rule in the 
Verlatenheid, dwelling in no part of it long, and 
coming, it may be, again and again for short 
spells at a time to the farms which lie, for no 
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clear reason, within the narrow course he sets 
himself. 

For old Alie there was no longer any such 
course by which she might steer the rough un- 
painted cart across the wide stretches of the 
Verlatenheid. The graves of her sons were now 
the only claims she held there and to the vision 
of old age these graves were become but 
dwindling mounds of earth in a grey and 
desolate veld which treasured no memories. 
The bitter freedom of the poor and the bereft 
was hers. But it was without bitterness that she 
accepted it and, uncomplaining, took the road 
to Hermansdorp. 

Throughout the first day it was in the 
Verlatenheid, with frequent outspans, that they 
journeyed. And here, from sun-up to sun- 
down they met no human being and saw in the 
distance only one white-washed and deserted 
farmhouse, bare and tree-less in the drought- 
stricken veld. Every kui/ or water-hole they 
passed was dry, and near every kui/ were the 
skeletons of donkeys and sheep which had come 
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there but to perish of their thirst. Of living 
things they saw only, now and then, a couple of 
koorhan rising suddenly in flight, or a lizard 
basking lazily in the sun. And once, bright as a 
jewel in that desert of sand and stone, they came 
upon a small green bush poisonous to sheep and 
cattle alike. 

On the following day they struck the Malgas- 
Hermansdorp road and, turning north, left the 
Verlatenheid behind them. The country ahead 
of them now was flat as a calm grey sea, its veld 
unbroken by any kopje until the long low line of 
the Hermansdorp hills was reached. Yet in the 
shimmering heat of noon this sea became a 
strange fantastic world that slipped into being, 
vanished, and slipped into being again as they 
gazed upon it. Around them now were ridges 
of hills where no hills could be, banks of trees 
where no trees grew, and water that was not 
water lying in sheets and lakes out of which rose 
strange dark islands and cliffs. For these 
phenomena old Alie had neither explanation 
nor name. They were indeed less clear to her 
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than they were to the boy. But to him their very 
mystery brought an added sense of his own 
personal security. Whatever amazing and in- 
explicable things the distance, like the future, 
might hold, here, on the Hermansdorp road 
with his grandmother in the cart by his side, he 
was safe. 

Yet already, as his grandmother well knew, 
their margin of safety on the Hermansdorp road 
was narrowing. Though on that second day 
they reached a water-hole in which, surrounded 
by deep slime, there still remained a small pool 
at which she could water her flock and her 
donkeys, by nightfall three of her sheep had 
died by the roadside and she knew that she 
must lose more. The veld here, though less 
bare than that of the Verlatenheid, yielded no 
grazing for them, and the longer the journey the 
less could she save. Yet in their weakness she 
dare not press them, and their progress was 
broken now by more and more frequent out- 
spans which meant no food as well as no water 
for her donkeys and sheep, no food as well as no 
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coffee for herself and Koos. The water in the 
water-cask which hung below the cart must be 
dealt out sparingly if it were to carry them to the 
end of their journey, and there had been little to 
pack into the tin canister of food when they 
set out. This she explained to Koos when, after 
lighting a fire of dried-up bushes, she put on no 
kettle to boil for coffee. The boy accepted her 
ruling as she herself accepted the ruling of God. 
All, he felt, would be right when they reached 
Hermansdorp. 

It was on the morning of the third day that 
they came within sight of the township, lying, 
as old Alie remembered it, in a fold of the hills. 
In the cold bright winter air its white-washed 
buildings stood out clearly against their dark 
background, and the boy forgot for a moment 
his increasing hunger and burst into eager 
questioning. His grandmother answered him 
slowly, patiently, her thoughts on the dam out- 
side the village where she would water her 
donkeys and sheep. 

This day, however, was the hardest and most 
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tedious of their journey. Many hours passed 
before they reached the dam and in these hours 
more of the sheep died and the going of the 
donkeys became a painful somnambulistic 
crawl. To ease their burden of her weight old 
Alie left her seat in the cart and walked by the 
side of the patient suffering beasts, calling them 
quietly by name. From time to time they 
turned towards her seeking with their tongues 
such moisture as her clothes might hold. And 
always when they did so she would speak to 
them quietly, as if speaking to children, of the 
Hermansdorp dam. 

The dam lay about three miles to the south 
of the township, and for over fifty years men 
journeying to the village for market or the 
Sacrament had watered their flocks and spans 
here, and made it their last outspan on entering 
the dorp, their first upon leaving it. It had 
been, too, the general picnic place of the village, 
and all old Alie’s memories of it were stirring 
and gay. But as at last they neared it in the 
fading light of that winter afternoon there crept 
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into her heart a sombre foreboding. The thorn- 
trees around it were not, as she had remem- 
bered them, laden with the scented golden balls 
of spring, for this was winter, and in winter they 
must be bare. But she knew before she reached 
them that they were bare not because winter 
had made them so but because drought had 
killed them. And she needed no telling, though 
a small dark girl broke away from an inspanned 
waggon, standing solitary beneath the trees, to 
cry the news aloud, that the dam was dry. 

In the bitter wind of winter drought, which 
all day long had blown across the veld, these 
barren trees, this empty sun-baked hollow 
gaping to the indifferent heavens, this eager 
child triumphant with disaster, brought desola- 
tion to old Alie as it had never been brought to 
her in the familiar world of the Verlatenheid. 
Yet she gave no sign that her strength of mind 
and of body were wellnigh spent, but, wheeling 
the donkeys off the road, began patiently to 
outspan. As she did so there came towards her 
from the waggon a tall dark man smoking a pipe, 
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and a cheerful round-faced woman carrying a 
child in her arms. 

These strangers gave her greeting, and the 
man, beginning at once to help her, fell into 
easy friendly talk. It was true, he said, that 
there was no water in the dam, and never before 
had any man seen it so. If Mevrouw needed 
water and food for her donkeys and sheep there 
was none to be had until one reached the coffee- 
house in Hermansdorp. But it was clear that 
Mevrouw could take her sheep and donkeys no 
further now. Let her rest then at the fire he had 
made for his wife, and which they were just 
leaving, and he would see what he could do for 
her. 

Old Alie thanked him and asked his name. 
He was, he said, Jan Nortje, bijwoner to Mijn- 
heer Ludovic Westhuisen of Leeukuil, and this 
was Marta his wife. He had been to the dorp on 
business for his master and was now on his way 
back to the farm. Had Mevrouw come from 
far, and had she far to go? It looked to him as 
if she had made a hard journey. 
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From Koelkuil in the Verlatenheid, answered 
old Alie, where but three days ago she had 
buried her son, the father of her little Koos here. 
And to Hermansdorp they were now going. 

Then surely, said Jan Nortje, Mevrouw had 
journeyed in sorrow. But let her go now and sit 
with his wife by the fire and drink coffee and he 
would see to her donkeys and sheep. 

With the numbed docility of utter weariness 
Alie obeyed him and, holding Koos by the 
hand, followed Marta to the fire. Here, hand- 
ing the baby over to the child who had first run 
out to greet them, Jan Nortje’s wife busied her- 
self about her guests, putting coffee and food 
before them. She was a plump motherly young 
woman, many years her husband’s junior, and 
in her pleasant soothing voice there was a per- 
suasive kindliness which made old Alie think of 
her mother’s cousin Tan’ Betje. Just in the 
same gentle and pitying way had Tan’ Betje 
mourned over the sorrows of others. Was it but 
three days ago, asked Jan Nortje’s wife, that 
Ou-ma had buried her son? Our Father! And 
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this was his only child? And an orphan? Then 
surely the hand of the Lord had been heavy 
upon her! But upon whom was His hand not 
heavy in this bitter time of drought? Through- 
out all the land was ruin and desolation such as 
no man living remembered. Turn where one 
would there was sorrow. Men that had been 
rich were now poor, and those that had been 
poor were now starving, taking their children 
like sheep to be fed at the orphan-house in Her- 
mansdorp. It was to the orphan-house that they 
had been that day with gifts from Mijnheer and 
Mevrouw at Leeukuil. The pastor had asked 
that all who could do so should send food and 
clothing to the orphan-house for those in need, 
and several times now Mijnheer had sent Jan 
Nortje in with the waggon. Was it perhaps to 
the orphan-house that Ou-ma was taking the 
child? 

To the orphan-house? repeated old Alie 
vaguely. No, it was not to the orphan-house she 
was going. It was to Canter’s store. To work 
there at mattress-making. 
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Was Ou-ma then a mattress-maker? asked Jan 
Nortje’s wife in wonder. And where was this. 
Canter’s store? 

At the head of the Kerk Straat, answered old 
Alie. Close by the gaol. 

Was Ou-ma sure? 

Sure? asked old Alie sombrely. How could 
she be but sure? Had she not worked there with 
her mother’s cousin Tan’ Betje? 

In her answers, as in her silence, there was 
that quiet aloofness which had so baffled Mijn- 
heer Bezedenhout, and Jan Nortje’s wife said no 
more. There was no such store as Canter’s in 
the Kerk Straat, nor had there ever been within 
her memory. But who was she that she should 
disturb the faith of old age? In Hermansdorp 
Ou-ma must surely have friends, or why should 
she go there? And they would see how it was 
with her... . She turned, smiling, to the boy. 
His little eager face was pinched with hunger 
and cold, but his eyes were bright, his spirit still 
adventurous, his safety still assured. For him, 
she knew, Canter’s store was where his grand- 
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mother said it was—at the head of the Kerk 
Straat, close to the gaol. And who was she that 
she should disturb the faith of childhood? 

She had turned to more practical matters and 
was packing some food into a canister for 
Ou-ma and the boy when Jan Nortje rejoined 
them. He had, he said, reloaded Mevrouw’s 
cart so that its weight should be more evenly 
balanced, and he had done what he could for her 
sheep, but it was doubtful if more than four 
of them could reach the dorp. As things were, 
Mevrouw had better spend the night here and 
set off again at dawn. He wished much that he 
could have done more for her, but doubtless in 
Hermansdorp she had friends who would help 
her. And now, as it was already late, he himself 
must be moving.... 

When Jan Nortje and his wife had left them 
and the sound of their waggon wheels had died 
away into the swiftly gathering darkness old 
Alie settled down with the boy before the fire. 
Warmed and comforted he soon fell asleep, 
but for her there was no sleep, no escape from 
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her weariness, no relief to her melancholy. 
Throughout the long night pain crept through 
her body with the quiet gentle insistence of a 
slowly rising tide. By no effort of will and no 
physical means within her power could she stem 
it. In her discomfort her mind fell into a con- 
fusion of thought for the future and memory of 
the past. It was now Tan’ Betje’s voice that she 
heard, speaking of work to do for Canter’s store. 
It was now Jan Nortje’s wife who spoke, telling 
of the orphan-house in Hermansdorp. Out of 
the darkness beyond the firelight the orphan- 
house and the store took shape in her thoughts, 
vanished and took shape again as the mirages 
in the veld had done in the heat of the previous 
noon. When dawn came it was in weariness of 
body and with mind unrested that she roused 
herself to the labours of a new day and set off 
for the coffee-house. 

‘The coffee-house in Hermansdorp, one of the 
oldest houses in the village, was a long, gabled, 
yellow-washed building at the lower end of the 
Kerk Straat. Its yard stood open to the street, 
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and here, as in the market square, carts and 
waggons were outspanned by those who came 
to the dorp for the quarterly Sacrament or the 
weekly market. In good seasons Andries 
Geldenhuis and his wife did brisk trade with 
their coffee and cakes, but in this time of 
drought there were few with money to spend 
and those who outspanned at the coffee-house 
now were those who had been driven in distress 
from their lands to seek help from their church, 
or relief from the government. Among these, 
when she reached the village at noon, old Alie 
with her grandson, her rough, unpainted cart, 
her exhausted donkeys and famishing sheep, 
took her place almost unnoticed. Only with 
Andries himself did she have speech. And to 
him, when her sheep and donkeys had been 
watered and fed, she said briefly that she had 
business at the head of the Kerk Straat: that 
to-morrow she would be selling her sheep and 
her donkeys at the morning market: and that 
after the sale she would pay him what was due. 

In spring, when the pear-trees which lined it 
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were in blossom against the dark background 
of the enfolding hills, the wide straight Kerk 
Straat in Hermansdorp had an enchanting 
beauty, and it was in spring that, as a young 
girl, old Alie had first seen it. To-day, like the 
thorn-trees at the dam, the trees were bare, and 
the furrows at their roots all waterless. In the 
open roadway the dust lay deep in ruts, and here, 
as in the veld, the wind which raised the dust 
in stinging blinding clouds had the bitter cold 
of winter drought. Against the wind and the 
flying dust old Alie’s progress was slow. There 
was, it seemed to her now, no part of her body 
which was not in pain. As she leant on his 
shoulder for a moment her hand felt hot to 
Koos through his jacket and shirt. She spoke 
little, but the boy who had never seen the Kerk 
Straat in spring and to whom the bare trees, 
the stir of life, the shops, the houses, the very 
dust brought an enchantment of their own, was 
unconscious of her silence. This was not per- 
haps the Hermansdorp his grandmother had 
described — but that, as yet, he had hardly 
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realized. Here was romance. Here was adven- 
ture. And here still, at his grandmother’s side, 
was safety. 

They came presently to a high, long, white- 
washed wall and here his grandmother halted. 
Over the top of the wall the boy could see row 
upon row of straight slender trees, all a dull 
rusty brown—cypress trees killed by the 
drought. Between the trees, out of his sight, 
were the white-washed tombs among which in 
her youth old Alie had wandered. But what had 
been a garden to her then was now a wilderness 
in the drought and she turned heavily away. 

Beyond the graveyard came the church and 
the parsonage, and dwelling-houses set back in 
deep gardens or built close on the street with 
stoeps slightly raised above the side-walk. 
Fifty years had brought little change to these, 
but at the upper end of the street where the 
business of the dorp was carried on, only the old 
white-washed gaol was as she remembered it, 
And here, when at last they reached the grey 
stone buildings which now surrounded the gaol, 
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she searched for Canter’sstore in vain. That it 
still existed she could not bring herself to doubt. 
And as the signs above the doorways meant 
nothing to her—for without Tan’ Betje’s help 
she could not spell them out—she entered the 
building which stood, as far as she could judge, 
where Canter’s once had stood and asked to see 
the master. 

A young man was appealed to and came for- 
ward pleasantly to ask what he could do for her. 
She said again that she wished to see the master, 
and was told that he himself was the master. 

Was his name Canter? she asked. And was 
answered that it was Isaacs. 

Was not this then Canter’s store? 

The young man repeated that it was Isaacs’s. 
There was, he said, no Canter’s store in Her- 
mansdorp nor any family of that name, though 
there might well have been before his time. But 
what was it that she had wished to buy at 
Canter’s store? No doubt, whatever it was, he 
himself, Isaacs, would be able to supply it. 

Old Alie answered that she had not come to 
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buy but to seek for work. Many years ago she 
had worked here, at Canter’s store, at mattress- 
making, and it was such work she sought now. 
Could Mijnheer perhaps employ her? 

That, said the young man, was impossible. 
Mattresses were sent to him ready-made from 
wholesale stores in Cape Town, and no stores 
in Hermansdorp now made their own. But was 
she sure that there was nothing he could sell 
her? Prints? ... Calicoes? A warm shawl, let 
down in price because of the drought? A coat 
for the boy? 

There was nothing. Aloof, patient, giving no 
sign of the blow that had fallen upon her, old 
Alie waited for the young man to cease, then 
bade him a quiet good-day and left the store. 

Out in the wind-swept street she paused, and 
the boy, conscious for the first time of some 
hesitation in her movements, looked up at her 
anxiously. In the store he had heard nothing 
of the young man’s talk with his grandmother, 
for his mind had been held by the strange and 
wonderful things displayed around him there. 
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But now suddenly, in his grandmother’s hesita- 
tion, came his first hint of insecurity, and with it 
romance died out of the long bare Kerk Straat 
in which they stood forlorn. Quickly his hand 
slipped again into hers. She looked down upon 
him vaguely, strangely, and saying no word 
moved heavily down the street. 

Against the wind, on their way to the store, 
their progress had been slow, but it was slower 
than ever now. What now must she do for the 
child? Where now must she turn for work? 
Andries Geldenhuis had said that in the morn- 
ing market donkeys were sold for a shilling and 
less, for who in this drought could afford to feed 
donkeys? And sheep, he had said, in such poor 
condition as hers, could bring her but little 
more. When these and the cart were sold she 
would have money perhaps for a few days’ 
shelter and food at the coffee-house — but after- 
wards? ... 

She could not see what was to come after- 
wards. ... Yet the boy must have food. At 
Tan’ Betje’s little house there had always been 
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food. Good food. Ifshe could find Tan’ Betje’s 
house now there might still be people there who 
remembered her — Betje Ferreira, the mattress- 
maker. And they, perhaps, might help her. ... 

In their slow progress they had come now to 
the opening of a lane which ran from the Kerk 
Straat to the upper street, and it was up such a 
lane that Tan’ Betje had lived. Right at the 
head of the lane the house had stood . . . and to 
the head of the lane she would go. 

To the head of the lane they went in silence 
—and came not to the white-washed green- 
shuttered house of Betje Ferreira the mattress- 
maker, but to a plain double-storied building in 
a bare wide playground. Here boys and girls 
together, some Koos’s age, some older and some 
younger, were playing at ball. Ina corner of the 
playground, against a sunny wall, sat a young 
girl of twenty, sewing. From time to time the 
children appealed to her in their play, or were 
joined by her in their laughter. In the cook- 
house, close to the main building, the midday 
meal was being prepared, and from the house 
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itself came the clatter of plates being set out ona 
long trestle table by a coloured girl who sang at 
her work. 

Slowly, as she halted with Koos in front of the 
fence, these sights and sounds impressed them- 
selves upon old Alie’s mind. The talk of Jan 
Nortje’s wife came back to her. This, then, was 
the orphan-house. This, then, was where the 
children of the poor were taken to be fed... . 
At first her mind grasped nothing but this. . . 
Then slowly she began to reason. If she could 
not find work how could she feed Koos? And 
where was she to find work in a place where 
mattresses were no longer made? How was she 
now to plan for the child? He too, like these 
others, must have food. And here, for the ask- 
ing —had not Jan Nortje’s wife said it? — was 
food. 

For herself old Alie had at that moment no 
thought. What she herself would do if she left 
the boy here, and where she herself would turn 
for food were questions which simply did not 
arise in her mind. Nor, in her ignorance of the 
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ways of the world, did it occur to her that 
certain formalities might have to precede a 
child’s acceptance at the orphan-house. With 
no note from the pastor, no order from any of 
those who supported the orphan-house, but 
with Koos’s hand held close in her own, she 
pushed open the gate and entered the yard. 

From the seat against the wall the young girl 
came forward quickly to greet her. Had Mey- 
rouw come to leave the child with them? she 
asked. The pity then was that Juffrouw Volk- 
wijn was not here to receive him. Only she 
herself, Justine de Jager, was here —in charge 
for the day. But if it was all in order that the 
child was to come to them, would Mevrouw 
leave him, and come again herself in the even- 
ing to see Juffrouw Volkwijn? Would it suit 
Mevrouw to do so? 

She spoke at a rush, giving no pause for 
answer. That old Alie had come with the neces- 
sary note of admission she never doubted and 
did not stop to question. Her eager nature had 
little time for formality of any kind, Let Koos — 
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Koos was his name? Koos van Staden?—let Koos 
take his place as the children lined up for the 
midday meal — the bell was just about to ring — 
and let Mevrouw come again in the even- 
WG seks 

As she spoke the bell rang. Instantly the 
children ceased their play and formed into line, 
the girls in one row, the boys in another. Tak- 
ing him quickly but not unkindly by the 
shoulder Justine pushed Koos into place at the 
end of the row of boys. At a sharp word of 
command from her the girls filed into the house, 
the boys followed. At the doorway Koos lagged, 
looking back in bewilderment and appeal to his 
grandmother. Again Justine seized him by the 
shoulder, and pushed him into the room before 
her. The door closed, but through the open 
windows old Alie could hear the tramp of feet 
on the bare carpetless floor: then silence: then 
the raising of sweet clear shrill voices in the 
children’s grace — ‘Thanks to our Father now 
we give.’... She turned, and made her way 
with slow heavy steps to the gate. 
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It was long past the dinner hour when old Alie 
at last reached the coffee-house and crossed the 
yard to her outspanned cart. As she passed 
them two women seated near a waggon gave her 
greeting. She made no answer. The women 
exchanged glances. Who was she then, this old 
woman who was too proud to return their greet- 
ing? For a moment or two they watched her 
curiously, resenting, as Mijnheer Bezedenhout 
had resented, her aloofness — then fell again to 
their talk. 

Unaware of their glances as she had been of 
their greeting, old Alie sat down on her low 
folding stool. The pain which had racked her 
limbs throughout the previous night and 
throughout the morning had given way now to 
a numbness which made it difficult for her to 
control her movements, and she sat awkwardly 
on the stool, seeking such support as she could 
get from the wheel at her back. Her hands lay 
idle on her lap, and from the depths of her black 
calico sun-bonnet her dark eyes looked out upon 
a world that was growing each moment more 
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strange and unreal to her. It was not the coftee- 
house yard that she saw. It was the Verlaten- 
heid: it was the orphan-house: it was Canter’s 
store: it was Tan’ Betje’s little house with the 
pear-tree in the yard. But always, whatever it 
was, it was Koos’s face turned towards her in 
bewilderment and appeal -adding sorrow to 
her sorrow. ... The young girl, Justine, ought 
not to have parted them so, closing the door be- 
tweenthem. But surely she had meant no harm. 
And presently, when it came towards evening, 
she, Alie, would go back to the orphan-house 
and explain to him that she must leave him 
there until she found work. ... Just a little 
while she would leave him, and then, when 
she had found work, she would come for him 
again and they would go together to Tan’ 
Betje’s little house. Up some other lane it must 
be, but she would find it. A little house with 
green shutters and a pear-tree in the yard 
) ~- buckets under the pear-tree™) -°.and coir 
spread out in the sun.... 

Once again the bent fingers began to play in 
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her lap — teasing the coir as once long ago she 
had teased it: dipping it into the bucket at her 
side: shaking it: teasing it: spreading it out in 
the'sun(toidry... 4). 

One of the women seated by the waggon, 
chancing to look up, saw this strange play, 
watched it for a moment, then rose and ran 
towards the cart. She shook old Alie’s shoulder 
gently and spoke to her. Ou-ma, are you ill? 
Are you ill then, Ou-ma? 

Old Alie did not hear. A little while longer 
she played with the coir — teasing it, plucking it 
—then at last her fingers grew still. 
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IET PIENAAR OF VOLHARDING 
was a harsh, grasping, hard-working, bitter- 
minded man of sixty, whose wife Aantje had 
been reduced in the first months of their 
marriage to complete submission to his will, and 
whose son Klaas was still, at twenty-seven, an 
unpaid labourer in his father’s lands. His farm, 
which he had bought morgen by morgen 
through years of labour and scrimping and 
saving, and which he himself had named 
“Perseverance,” was one of the poorest and one 
of the smallest in the Magerplatz region of the 
Platkops district. It lay like a narrow wedge 
driven towards the river between the farms of 
richer men, and the homestead —a low, mud- 
walled building which time seemed never to 
draw into the surrounding landscape — stood 
bare and harsh in the bare grey veld. 
In build Piet was a big and heavy man, with a 
full, heavy, black-bearded face and dark brown 
eyes whose glance betrayed the habitual sus- 
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picion and resentment of his thoughts. Though 
he had learned with difficulty how to reckon 
those savings in silver and gold with which, 
every few years, he sought to purchase from his 
richer neighbours a little more land to add to his 
own, he could neither read nor write, nor had he 
ever allowed his son Klaas to learn to read and 
write. Such learning, he held, not only cost 
money but lost money, and he looked upon it 
with fear and suspicion. There was, in fact, no 
quality or achievement possessed or attained by 
others than himself which Piet Pienaar did not 
resent or suspect. In the Magerplatz he risked 
friendship with no man, and even from his 
wife and his son did he instin¢tively withhold 
his thoughts. 

Aantje Pienaar, plump and youthful when 
Piet married her, was a thin and colourless 
woman of fifty. Her hair, her skin, her eyes, 
her clothes all seemed faded alike to toneless 
shades of the dull grey earth of the Magerplatz 
in drought. She belonged, as Piet himself had 
belonged, to those whom others called ‘poor- 
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whites,’ and neither in life nor in her surround- 
ings did she ever strike a note of her own. And 
only in one thing, since the early months of their 
marriage, had her obedience to her husband’s 
wishes failed. ‘Though Piet had married her so 
that she might bear him a regiment of sons to 
win him riches by their unpaid labour in his 
lands Klaas was her only child. 

For the poverty of her womb Piet had never 
forgiven his wife — and never forgiven his God. 
Against his God he had harboured —and still 
harboured — the resentment of a victim with no 
direé&t means of redress. But with Aantje re- 
venge, if not redress, had been quickly possible; 
and through all their years of toil together 
Aantje, with the sons she had failed to bear him 
marshalled in judgment against her, had been 
his unprotesting slave. In his house as in his 
lands she had laboured from dawn to dark, from 
week to month, from month to year, with no 
word of praise or of thanks from the man whom, 
by his own declaration, she had wronged. Once 
she may have been aware of the injustice of this 
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serfdom, but she was aware of it no longer. 
Once she may have prayed for the sons denied 
her, but she prayed for nothing now. What 
would one have of life? If the wind blew cold 
then one was cold. If the wind blew hot then 
one was hot. One could not heat the wind nor 
cool it. One could not call forth the wind nor 
still it. One could but endure it as, by the will 
of the Lord, it blew across the earth. 

So, without bitterness, under Piet’s harsh rule, 
Aantje had come to reason, but reasoning 
played little part in her son’s quiet acceptance 
of his lot. His patience and endurance, in out- 
ward seeming so like her own, were not, like 
hers, the heavy fruit of a broken spirit but the 
natural habit of his mind. Klaas had been born 
his father’s slave as he had been born his 
father’s son. Bondage was his by inheritance, 
and the failure of brothers to follow him into the 
world to share it had doubled and trebled his 
bondage. Yet neither in youth nor in manhood 
had he rebelled against this slavery or ques- 
tioned his father’s right to it. 
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It was, strangely, this very quality of acqui- 
escence which Piet most resented and feared in 
his son. Klaas’s obedience, it seemed to him, 
was yielded too easily to his demand. Aantje’s 
had been won only after a battle which, short 
as it was, had yet been sharp enough to bring 
him a sense of victory. Klaas’s, having needed 
no battle, brought him, rather, a sense of 
frustration. And, frustrate, Piet came at times 
almost to hate his willing docile son—to hate 
his tall spare body, his pale mild grey eyes, his 
dust-coloured hair: to hate the slow quiet voice 
which was heard so seldom in speech and was 
never heard in protest: to hate even his very 
efficience. Klaas was a good farmer, a sure and 
steady worker and wise in his understanding 
of the Magerplatz soil — but there were times 
when Piet would have hated him less had he 
been a bad one. He could then have grappled 
with him in the battle of argument and come so, 
because battle was to him the natural means of 
intercourse with his fellow-men, to understand 
him. But with Klaas there was neither battle 
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of ideas nor battle of wills, and this one son 
whom he had begotten remained a stranger to 
him. As the willow to the wind he bowed to his 
will and so eluded him. 

It was, in fact, through his lands alone that life, 
at sixty, held any satisfaction for Piet Pienaar — 
and for his lands he had that narrow and 
passionate love which in some men is born of a 
long-starved sense of possession. Coming to the 
Magerplatz as a young man with nothing but 
the clothes that he wore he had, by labour and 
saving, by foresight and scheming, and by the 
ungrudged toil of his wife and his son, raised 
himself slowly above the station of the poor- 
white and made this portion of the earth his 
own. And dreary as the Magerplatz was — its 
very name meant ‘meagre’ —all the beauty of 
the world for Piet lay in his own Volharding. 

The farm lay, as did all other farms in the 
Magerplatz region, in a bare flat plain, un- 
broken by kopje or hill, through which ran the 
Grauwklips River. To the north, through the 
greater Platkops plain into which the Mager- 
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platz merged, there rose, in the distance, dark 
and serene, the long range of the Zwartkops 
Mountains. To the south, across the river one 
came quickly to the broken foothills of the 
Teniquotas — grey, pink, mauve, blue and red 
in the varying light, desolate and beautiful, as 
rich in colour as they were bare of vegetation, 
wild and volcanic. Among these waterless hills 
there were no farms, and what had first tempted 
men to settle in the plain below was now a 
mystery. But here men had settled and here, 
though the poverty of the soil had made them 
name it grimly the ‘Magerplatz,’ they had 
remained. 

In the wide Platkops district this was one of 
the poorest of all the cultivated regions, and it 
was perhaps the cheapness of the land here 
which still drew men to it. Yet no Mager- 
platz man would ever willingly admit the 
poverty of the Magerplatz soil. It was not 
the soil that failed them, they held, but the 
Grauwklips River, the rains, the seasons, the 
Lord Himself, who visited them with locusts 
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and rinderpest, horse-sickness and drought. 
And among Magerplatz men none had greater 
faith in the soil itself than Piet Pienaar of Vol- 
harding, whose farm was poorer in water and 
water-rights than any other, and whose narrow 
wedge of land, driven steadily south towards the 
river in his slow and painful purchase of it, had 
come as yet only to Mijnheer van Reenen’s 
boundary. 

The van Reenen lands —a small portion of a 
larger farm taken over by Mijnheer Andries 
van Reenen in payment of a debt, and left by 
him to the indifferent care of a humble relative 
of his wife known in the Magerplatz as ‘old 
Oom Phanse’ — was the secret goal of all Piet’s 
present strivings. With these lands, which 
would bring him to the river, Volharding would 
be not a wedge in shape but a hammer — and 
with this hammer, and its water-rights, Piet was 
convinced that riches could be won, and the 
Lord’s injustice to him in the matter of sons be 
brought to nought, by the growing of Kombuis 
tobacco. Though Oom Phanse had done no- 
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thing with it, and though few men in fact did 
well with it in the Magerplatz, Piet himself had 
long believed that in certain hands Kombuis 
tobacco could be grown here to profit. But he 
had spoken his conviction to no man. It had 
suited his purpose better that no experiments 
should be tried by old Oom Phanse. Let Mijn- 
heer, a wealthy man who owned various farms 
in other parts of the district, believe that the soil 
here was as poor as old Oom Phanse, a fool and 
an interloper, declared it. The more old Oom 
Phanse grumbled to Mijnheer, and the greater 
his failure, the less could Mijnheer demand for 
his lands when he, Piet, went with his savings 
to bargain with him for their purchase. And his 
savings were now close on the sum which had 
been quoted to him in the Platkops market as 
the value of the van Reenen lands. 

Of the extent of his savings and the range of 
his ambitions neither Klaas nor Aantje was 
aware. His miserliness was the habit of a life- 
time, and his bitter secretiveness a natural 
instinét which was growing stronger with in- 
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creasing years. The sums which he had 
brought home from the Platkops market, and 
their hiding-place — for like many other Plat- 
kops men he trusted no bank — were known to 
himself alone. His economies were accepted 
without question. And when that turmoil of 
exultation and anxiety, which the thought of 
the approaching realization of his dreams 
aroused in him, drove him to yet harsher 
economies, his excuse, unsought and unspoken, 
lay clear before them in the devastation of the 
drought. 

The drought was, indeed, one of the most 
serious of recent years — but in his present mood 
Piet welcomed it grimly. Not only did it give 
him excuse for further economies but it lowered 
for the moment, the value of the van Reenen 
lands and so brought the possibility of their 
purchase nearer. And it encouraged also old 
Oom Phanse in his discontent. As the hot dry 
days of autumn slipped into the cold dry days 
of winter, and April slipped into May without 
bringing the rains which would make ploughing 
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possible, Piet nourished and fostered the old 
man’s dissatisfaction whenever, where their 
lands met, chance brought them together. And 
he so contrived it that through these anxious 
weeks chance often brought them together. 
Saying little himself he would draw the foolish 
old man into talk and when they parted it would 
seem to Oom Phanse that in all things he and 
Piet Pienaar thought alike. Yes, as he went 
back to his house, an excited and foolish and 
indignant old man, it would seem to Oom 
Phanse that Piet Pienaar thought as he did that 
Mijnheer had treated him unjustly in giving 
him the poorest of his lands to farm — for was he 
not, after all, a relative of his wife? That Piet 
Pienaar thought as he did that nothing more 
could be done with the van Reenen lands — for 
had he not here some of the worst soil in the 
Magerplatz? And that Piet Pienaar thought as 
he did that Mijnheer was unjust in his expecta- 
tions and harsh in the demands that he made of 
his bijwoner. .. 

So, through the drought-cold days, Piet nour- 
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ished Oom Phanse’s discontent until there came 
a morning when the old man met him at his 
boundary in a blaze of futile triumph. In his 
high quavering voice he made it known to the 
world that he was leaving Mijnheer, his lands 
and the Magerplatz —all of which, for all he 
cared, might go to the devil (to whom, as was 
well-known in Platkops dorp, Mijnheer had 
long since gone in his youth) — and was going 
himself, at once and for ever, over the moun- 
tains to Princestown to live with a married 
daughter. there. J. 

Though it was for this that Piet had been 
working, the news of Oom Phanse’s decision 
came to him on that clear cold day as something 
for which he was not yet fully prepared. For 
some time he listened unheeding to the old 
man’s rambling talk, and for some time after 
they parted he wandered restless about his 
lands, his mind held at one moment by exulta- 
tion, at the next by anxiety. Only towards even- 
ing did he climb heavily up into the loft above 
the dwelling-house and find his way, in the light 
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of the setting sun, to his hidden canister of 
gold. Opening it, he spread its contents out on 
the floor, among the pumpkins stored there for 
winter use, and began laboriously to count up 
his savings. They came, as well he knew, to 
within a few pounds of the sum which had last 
been quoted to him in the Platkops market as 
the value of the van Reenen lands—and the 
present drought-parched value of the lands was 
less than that sum. Twice he went painfully 
through his reckoning, and again a third time. 
Stooping over his gold he breathed with 
difficulty, and exultation and anxiety became 
blended in an actual physical distress which was 
new and strange to him and which was far from 
triumph. In this distress his hands grew cold, 
clumsy and fumbling. The gold and silver 
which he was tying now into kid-skin bags, 
slipped from his grasp and ran chinkling among 
the pumpkins. He groped awkwardly after the 
missing coins and as he groped there came upon 
him unreasonably, without warning, with a 
sharp pricking in his spine that was like the ice- 
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cold touch of an enemy creeping upon him from 
the rear, a sense of almost unendurable loneli- 
ness. He stopped short in his hunt and moved 
uneasily towards the doorway. The sun was 
setting behind its winter hill and in the chill 
grey shadows which fell across the yard below 
him Aantje was driving her hens into their hock 
for the night. As he watched her there rose 
within him a desire to call her by name, to speak 
with her, to escape so from the thrall of his 
loneliness. But what, if he called to her, should 
he say? After nearly thirty years of life together 
he could think of no form of greeting that would 
not seem strange, and as he pondered she 
passed out of his sight and Klaas, coming up 
from the lands, came into it, moving slowly 
across the earth — tall and gaunt, a part of the 
rapidly greying landscape, drawn gently into it 
as he moved, held by it — the one son whom he 
had begotten, the stranger who dwelt in his 
house, the toiler who gave his unpaid labour 
to his land, the reminder always of those other 
sons whom the Lord had denied him.... 
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Slowly, in the swift piercing chill of winter 
nightfall, Piet turned from the doorway, 
gathered together his scattered coins, and tied 
them up in the kid-skin bags. And early next 
morning, several hours before sun-up, he set off 
with his small coloured boy in the donkey- 
waggon for Platkops market and for Mijnheer 
van Reenen’s farm near Platkops dorp. 

Andries van Reenen, one of the wealthiest of 
Platkops farmers was also, because of his hard 
dealings and his sharp tongue, one of the most 
feared. Tales were still whispered of the wild- 
ness of his youth and his early manhood, but 
those days were past and only his wealth and 
power were now spoken aloud. To his bij- 
woners he was a hard master, and in the market- 
place, where such things were discussed, only 
old Oom Phanse’s conneétion with his wife and 
the acknowledged poverty of the Magerplatz 
soil could explain his long tolerance of the old 
man’s failure. But in the market-place this had 
been taken as explanation enough. If Mijnheer 
had to help a relative whom he knew to bea fool 
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he would certainly not put him in charge of any 
lands but those he held to be of little value. So 
it was said in the market-place, and on such 
talk Piet had built those hopes which brought 
him now with his savings to the van Reenen 
homestead. But what neither he nor the men 
who met in the market-place had realized was 
Andries van Reenen’s increasing passion for 
growing tobacco wherever he could plant it — 
and that increasing bitterness of spirit which the 
slow progress of incurable disease fostered in 
him and which his wealth and position allowed 
him to indulge. 

When Piet reached the homestead on that 
drought-cold morning of early winter Mijnheer 
was sitting on the stoep drinking his coffee, and 
if he was surprised to see his visitor he gave no 
sign that he was so. He knew Piet Pienaar, of 
whom lately he had heard much talk from old 
Oom Phanse, and whose steady progress at 
Volharding he had watched as he watched all 
farming in the Platkops district. It was his 
humour to speak always of Pienaar by the name 
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of his farm. But unlike other men he used ‘Vol- 
harding’ with a certain contempt for the per- 
severance it betokened. He had, in faét, a 
greater regard for Volharding’s son Klaas than 
he had for Volharding himself. He knew 
Klaas, whom he met sometimes at the Platkops 
market, and with whom, when they did meet, 
he would always discuss tobacco. And in her 
youth he had known Aantje. 

As Volharding came on to the stoep towards 
him now he greeted him curtly and asked his 
errand. Without waste of words Piet stated it. 
He had come, he said, to make Mijnheer an 
offer for the Magerplatz lands. 

‘And has it been told to you that I am selling 
them?’ asked Andries van Reenen. 

Piet answered that ithad not. But, having heard 
from old Oom Phanse himself that he was giving 
up the lands and going over the mountains to live 
with his married daughter in Princestown he had 
come, as he said, to make Mijnheer an offer. 
‘And what is the offer that you have come to 
make?’ 
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Piet named the sum which had been quoted in 
the Platkops market and added that what with 
the continued drought and old Oom Phanse’s 
neglect of the lands this must surely be more 
than Mijnheer could now expect. His offer was, 
therefore, thirty pounds less. T'wo hundred and 
seventy pounds would he give, and had the 
money with him here, in gold and in silver, in 
his waggon-box. 

“You rose early, Volharding, to make me this 
offer for lands that you have many times said to 
Oom Phanse were worthless,’ Mijnheer said 
grimly. ‘But it will not always be drought in the 
Magerplatz. Presently, while old Oom Phanse 
sits over the mountains with his daughter in 
Princestown — saying the things of the Mager- 
platz lands that you yourself have taught him 
to say —the rains will come. And what then, 
Volharding?’ 

‘Mijnheer —’ began Piet. But he got no 
further. Again there came upon him suddenly, 
with that icy touch as of an enemy tapping his 
spine, a sense of unbearable loneliness, The 
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cold crept from his spine into the back of his 
head filling him with unreasonable terror. In 
that moment he would have cried out for help 
and friendship even to the grim, ironic, deter- 
mined and powerful man before him. But he 
could not cry out. No sign could he give of his 
agony. And swiftly as it had come upon him it 
passed and Mijnheer’s voice cut harshly into 
the silence. 

“I will tell you what then,’ said Mijnheer. “The 
man that has my lands in the Magerplatz will 
plough them and plant them with the tobacco 
that you swore to Oom Phanse could never be 
grown there. But that man will not be you. 
Do you think that because I never came to the 
Magerplatz I could not see the game you were 
playing? Was I deaf then, when Oom Phanse 
came to me with your talk? Or were there two 
fools in the Magerplatz, Volharding? ... Was 
I mad when I spoke with your son Klaas about 
the lands, and went by what he, and not Oom 
Phanse, said of them? Or was I right to go by 
the word of your son? ... You know well that 


oa 


THe, RAW HER 


I was right. You know well that your son Klaas 
spoke the truth when he said that tobacco could 
be grown there to profit. And tobacco shall be 
grown there. Yes, tobacco shall be grown in my 
lands in the Magerplatz as well as in my lands 
in the Kombuis — but it shall not be grown by 
you.’ 

The harsh voice ceased and for a moment there 
was silence unbroken. Then Mijnheer, turning 
with a shrug towards the open door, spoke his 
dismissal. “Look you, Volharding,’ he said. 
‘Oom Phanse was a fool. But the man who even 
now is on his way to my lands from the Kom- 
buis — he is not a fool. When he comes to the 
Magerplatz it is to your son Klaas that he will 
listen. And to your son Klaas I will trust him. 
Wait now a little, and when the tobacco that 
you said to Oom Phanse could never be grown 
there stands high and green in my lands come 
to me again with your gold in your waggon-box. 
Come to me then, Volharding, and when you 
come to me then we will speak of it. But now I 
have finished,’ 
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... When, late that night, Piet returned to 
Volharding, it seemed to Aantje that he had 
been drinking — but it was not with brandy that 
he was drunk but with bitterness. He had been 
a fool, and now knew it, not to remember that 
though Andries van Reenen had never visited 
his lands and had left them to a man like Oom 
Phanse he might refuse to sell them. Yes, 
Mijnheer had been right, and through all these 
last years of his labour there had been two fools 
in the Magerplatz—and he had been the 
greater. Yet how could he have foreseen Mijn- 
heer’s manner of refusal? How could he have 
guessed that through all these years Mijnheer, 
giving no sign, had been watching him, playing 
with him, as he himself had played with Oom 
Phanse? Why should Mijnheer have watched 
him? Why should Mijnheer have concerned 
himself with his affairs? Why should Mijnheer 
have spoken to Klaas, and never to him, of his 
Magerplatz lands? Klaas! Klaas! 

It was at this point, in his bitter broodings 
after his return to the farm, that his resentment 
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against Mijnheer gave way to resentment 
against his son. It was Klaas who, with his 
foolish talk, had lost him the van Reenen lands. 
It was Klaas who had robbed him of the just 
reward of his labour, of the head to his hammer, 
of the triumph against his God. Yes, through 
Klaas the God who had denied him his regi- 
ment of sons still mocked him. And he could 
see now no way in which to get even with God. 
Suddenly all meaning was gone out of his 
labour, all direction out of his life. He who had 
been so strong of purpose had now neither pur- 
pose nor strength. Though he was not drunk 
as Aantje had suspected his thoughts were as 
loose and sprawling as the limbs of a drunken 
man, and for many days they remained so. For 
many days after he had stowed away his gold in 
the loft — and he stowed it away in the kid-skin 
bags without troubling to replace it in the small 
tin canister — he was like a man stricken by ill- 
ness, absorbed in himself and indifferent to the 
movement and life around him. Not even the 
arrival of the new bijwoner roused him. The 
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bijwoner’s waggon passed close by the Volhard- 
ing dwelling-house on its way to the house 
which had once been Oom Phanse’s, but Pict 
in his lands seemed scarcely to note it. It was 
Klaas who, chancing to be on the road as it went 
by, opened the gate into Mijnheer van Reenen’s 
lands for it, and, looking up, saw seated upon a 
feather bed a young woman who smiled gravely 
upon him over the child she heldin her lap. And 
with that smile life, which was now so empty 
and meaningless for Piet, began to have a new 
meaning and riches for his son Klaas. 

The bijwoner whom Mijnheer van Reenen 
had sent to his Magerplatz lands from the 
Kombuis was a middle-aged widower, Hen- 
drick Mostert by name, whose wife had died at 
the birth of his seventh child and whose niece 
Dientje, the young woman in the waggon, had 
since kept house for him. Hendrick was a 
cheerful capable man, and from the first day 
of his arrival with his young family there was 
noise and laughter in the bijwoner’s house 
where for so many years old Oom Phanse had 
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lifted up his voice only in complaint. The house 
lay but a short distance from the Volharding 
boundary, and just as Piet used formerly to find 
his way there by chance to meet old Oom 
Phanse, so, within a week of their arrival, Klaas 
began to find his way there hoping to come by 
chance upon Hendrick and his children, and to 
catch sight, in the distance, of Dientje. At these 
casual meetings — and soon they ceased to be 
casual — he was treated always by Hendrick as 
an equal, and asa man in whose judgment on the 
question of the Magerplatz soil Mijnheer van 
Reenen had confidence. By the children he was 
hailed as “‘Oom’ and claimed as a friend of long- 
standing. But while he talked with Hendrick 
and the children it was Dientje, busy about the 
house and the yard, whose welcome he sought 
from afar. 

Dientje Mostert, whose life was spent in con- 
soling the children of others, was a quiet, 
orderly, large-hearted woman of thirty, with no 
beauty but that which lay in her dark brown 
eyes and soft brown hair and in the gentle 
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kindliness of her expression. It was strange to 
all who knew her that she had never married, 
but if she herself regretted this she gave no sign 
of it. She gave indeed little sign to the world 
of what passed through her mind. Yet what 
passed through her mind passed also through: 
her quiet soul and made her life — so narrow in 
its setting, so harsh in its poverty —a gracious 
one. 

It was perhaps this grace and kindliness which 
drew Klaas so quickly to her. Among such 
women as he knew none possessed it. But his 
acquaintance among women was limited, for 
Piet’s miserliness and bitterness, and Aantje’s 
dumb spiritlessness had given poor welcome to 
those who rarely, and only on some definite 
errand, had sought the Volharding homestead. 
And in the market-place at Sacrament time, 
when young people met together in Platkops 
dorp, Klaas, with no money in his pocket to 
spend, no easy talk on his tongue to banter, 
and a parent who still bought all his clothes for 
him, had caused no rivalry among those in 
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search of a husband. Nor had he himself ever 
thought of marriage as within the range of the 
possibilities of his life. That aloofness of which, 
in the market-place, young women sometimes 
complained, was not, as they thought, the aloof- 
‘ness of pride but the difident withdrawing of a 
humble-minded man. 

With Dientje, however, there could be neither 
aloofness nor diffdence. Her smile drew all 
around her into the gentle warmth of her un- 
spoken friendliness, and to Klaas her coming to 
the Magerplatz and into his life was like the 
slow and sure and God-ordained uprising of the 
sun to a new day. With the simplicity and 
assurance of a child accepting the inevitable he 
turned towards her friendship. And as to a 
child she gave him welcome, widening the circle 
of children in the bijwoner’s cheerful noisy 
house and drawing him into it. 

Quickly, yet to himself with no sense of haste, 
Klaas’s way of life was changed. The bijwoner’s 
children breaking down, in their determination 
to reach him, the barriers between Mijnheer 
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van Reenen’s lands and those of Volharding, 
broke down other barriers of which they knew 
nothing. Under the assault of their clamorous 
friendship, as in the benign warmth of Dientje’s, 
he found himself borne into a new world full 
of adventure and beauty. In the cold, clear, 
drought-idle days which followed the bijwoner’s 
arrival the very desolation of the Magerplatz 
grew mysteriously lovely to him, so that often 
he would pause in his work to gaze around 
him upon the world in wonder. For the Vol- 
harding lands he had never had that narrow, 
passionate and possessive love which made Piet 
blind to any beauty that lay beyond his own 
boundaries. The green of other men’s lands 
was never so green to Piet as the green of his 
own, but Klaas had looked upon all alike with a 
clearer and juster vision. And to his vision now 
there came, through Dientje’s smile, a radiance 
that lay light as the breath and dew of heaven 
upon all his drought-parched world. 

This radiance shone for him alone. The 
drought which Piet had welcomed so grimly 
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was long in breaking. Day after day clouds 
gathered above the Teniquota Mountains only 
to fade and melt in the clear bright sky leaving 
the cold dry air colder and drier than ever. 
Anxious men, unable to plough till the rains 
came, spent their days tense and brooding, 
watching ruin draw slowly nearer. Even cheer- 
ful Hendrick, going with his children and Klaas 
some miles down the dried-up river to the last 
of its water-holes for drinking-water, began to 
search for the cause of the Lord’s displeasure, 
for surely only in punishment of sin could He 
so afflit them. And to Aantje, watching silent 
from her doorway, it was as if two men alone in 
the Magerplatz failed to realize the disaster that 
was upon them — her son Klaas and her husband 
Piet. 

It was Piet’s indifference which disturbed and 
distressed her most. Klaas’s friendship with the 
bijwoner’s children-—who came clamouring 
about the house for him — had nothing in it that 
was unnatural. Klaas was but a child at heart 
himself — a child whom circumstance had all his 
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life cut off from friendship with others of his 
age. And it was not so much to be wondered 
at that in the play and laughter of the new 
bijwoner’s family Klaas should sometimes for- 
get the devastation of the drought. But for 
Piet’s indifference she could find no excuse that 
seemed to her natural. She knew nothing of 
those long-nourished hopes and schemes which 
had taken Piet to Mijnheer van Reenen’s farm 
near Platkops dorp, and nothing of the interview 
which had taken place there. She knew only 
that Piet had returned to her from that journey 
so strange in his manner that she had thought 
him drunk, and that he had not been drunk and 
that he was still strange in his manner. On that 
last journey in the donkey-waggon something 
had befallen him —she could not guess what. 
And she dare not question him. She dare not 
try to discover the cause of the trouble that was 
upon him, She could only watch him in an 
anxiety which, when at times he realized it, 
brought his wrath furiously upon her. And 
slowly, to add to her uneasiness, she became 
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aware that just as she was watching Piet so Piet 
in turn was watching their son Klaas. 

Never, since his interview with Mijnheer at 
the van Reenen farm, had Piet been able to free 
his thoughts from their bitter occupation with 
his son. Against the dark background of his 
frustrate schemes Klaas stood out for him now 
in a strange new light, and blind or indifferent 
though he was to the havoc wrought around 
him by the drought everything that Klaas did 
seemed to him full of significance. Yet what 
that significance was he could not easily have 
said. He knew only that wherever Klaas went 
there must his gaze follow him. Whatever 
Klaas said that must he question, Whatever 
Klaas did that must he criticize. Yet rarely was 
question or criticism spoken aloud. His brood- 
ing resentment found no relief in utterance 
except when sudden fury seized him and shook 
him into speech that seemed to his hearers 
to have no connection in time or place 
with the matter in hand. In these outbursts 
he sought fiercely to wound, and so to reach 
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and possess, the mind of his son. But as 
always Klaas eluded him, protected from his 
thrusts by that deepening love of Dientje which 
was now the safe and secret anchorage of his 
soul. 

Of his son’s friendship with the bijwoner’s 
niece Piet saw and guessed nothing. It was 
Klaas’s friendship with the bijwoner himself 
that so bitterly concerned him. As Mijnheer 
had willed it so now it was. In any difficulty 
the bijwoner appealed to Klaas for advice and 
abode cheerfully by that advice. It was indeed 
as if the van Reenen lands were to be farmed 
through the new bijwoner by his son Klaas, and 
for every remembered word or action of Mijn- 
heer and his son, bearing on the part thus set for 
him by Mijnheer, wild and fantastic explana- 
tions now offered themselves to his mind like 
crazy guests but awaiting a welcome. And toall 
he gave welcome. Soon there was no suspicion 
too unjust for him to harbour. Soon the evil in 
his own mind touched all his world with evil, 
and everywhere he sought it, hoarding his finds 
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as jealously as once he had hoarded his gold for 
the van Reenen lands. 

So, at Volharding, the slow and cold and idle 
days of winter drought slipped by, and Piet, a 
changed man, moved solitary in a changed and 
changing world of his own imagining. In this 
world all were now as alien to him as was his son 
Klaas — and there came a day when out of his 
bitter brooding stole the suspicion that Klaas 
was not his son — that Klaas, the one son whom 
Aantje had borne, and whose birth had closed 
her womb to those other sons for whose creat- 
ing he had married her, was no child of his. 

It was after the midday meal, on a day that 
seemed colder and clearer than all the rest, that 
Piet made his last evil garnering. Early in the 
day he had heard Klaas say that he was to go 
with Hendrick Mostert to search for a new 
water-hole in the river-bed, and throughout the 
meal he brooded on this in heavy silence. Then 
suddenly, without warning of any kind, came 
one of those dreaded outbursts that had for his 
wife and son no reference to anything that had 
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been spoken before. Turning towards Klaas he 
cried in such bitterness and hate that his soul 
seemed rent with anguish: ‘Go, then — you that 
farm for Mijnheer the lands that should have 
been mine to add to Volharding!’ and rising 
himself from the table left the room and climbed 
up into the loft where none dare approach him. 

It was here that, often now, he sat, hidden 
himself in the shadow of the doorway, to keep 
watch on Klaas’s movements. From this angle 
he looked out over a fair portion of his own farm 
of Volharding, and could see also part of the van 
Reenen lands, the line of the river, and the hills 
and mountains which bounded his world to the 
south. As if in a daze he sat looking out upon 
this familiar world grown now in his bitterness 
so strange to him, and could not have said 
whether it was moments or hours that passed 
before, tall and spare above the grey earth, 
Klaas came into sight walking slowly along the 
van Reenen boundary as he himself used once to 
walk there hoping to meet Oom Phanse. Yes, 
there Klaas went — on his way to meet the new 
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bijwoner. What was it that they would speak of 
when they met? Kombuis tobacco? Was it 
tobacco alone, and the way to grow it here in 
the Magerplatz, that they spoke of—or did 
their talk run to other things too? He could not 
tell. He could not guess the interests of his son. 
He could not read his thoughts. Had not 
Klaas, even as a child, been always a stranger to 
him? Had Klaas’s mind, even as a child, ever 
been clear to him? Those unborn sons of his 
constant brooding had minds like his own, and 
in body too were like him — square and dark and 
strong. Yes, thick strong men would they all 
have been, those sons that he should have 
begotten to make known in the world the name 
of Pienaar of Volharding! But Klaas? Klaas 
was no Pienaar! Where had Klaas got his tall 
thin body? None of Aantje’s people had been 
taller than his own, yet Klaas as he moved 
among other men in the market-place in Plat- 
kops dorp was tall as a Delport from the 
Ghamka or as a van Reenen from Witdoorns- 
kraal! A van Reenen... 
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So far his thoughts had run before Klaas 
passed out of sight and now in a bitter and 
exultant harvesting of evil they ran further. Old 
Oom Phanse’s talk came back to him and 
eagerly he welcomed it. Though other men, 
made fearful by his riches and the sharpness of 
his tongue, might pause before speaking in 
criticism of Andries van Reenen and the wild- 
ness of his youth old Oom Phanse had never 
hesitated to do so. Not only in his youth, Oom 
Phanse had declared, but also in his middle age, 
not only once but many times, had Andries van 
Reenen gone to the devil and taken a woman 
with him. And now, alone in his loft, his mind 
tortured by the bitterness of his own brewing, 
his body shuddering under the touch of that 
terrifying unseen enemy whose return came 
with any violence of emotion, Piet added to old 
Oom Phanse’s list of whispered names one 
name more — his own wife Aantje’s. 

Wildly, feverish as a digger who comes sud- 
denly upon treasure of which he fears that 
reason or authority may presently despoil him, 


233 


OSE, SEAT HER 


Piet gathered together the suspicions and dis- 
coveries of his disordered brain and built up the 
evil phantasy which rid him of his son. Fool, 
fool he had been not long ago to have guessed 
the truth as now he saw it! Did not the truth — 
that Klaas was no child of his: that Klaas, the 
hated stranger in his house, the hated stranger 
in his lands, the foiler of his schemes, the spoiler 
of his mother’s womb and the usurper of his 
unborn brothers’ rights, was no Pienaar of 
Volharding but the sin-begotten son of Andries 
van Reenen and his wife Aantje — did not this 
make all things clear as daylight to him? Did it 
not explain Mijnheer’s interest in Klaas and 
belief in his word? Why else should Mijnheer 
be interested in Klaas and trust to his word? ... 
Did it not explain Mijnheer’s secret meetings 
with Klaas? Surely there had been secret meet- 
ings with Klaas when Klaas went alone to the 
Platkops market, or how could Mijnheer have 
come to form so high an opinion of Klaas as a 
farmer of Magerplatz lands? ... Did it not 
explain Mijnheer’s determination to stick to his 
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Magerplatz lands? How else could Mijnheer 
be sure of keeping in touch with his son? His 
son — yes, there he had it, there he had it, and 
all things pointed to it! 

It was, strangely, by Klaas and not by Aantje 
that his thoughts at first were held, and against 
Klaas that his violence of repudiation was 
directed. He was, indeed, less concerned to 
find proof of Aantje’s unfaithfulness than to 
find proof that Klaas was Andries van Reenen’s 
son. While of late years his hatred of his son 
had become increasingly active and been 
brought to something like madness by the 
frustration of his plans for buying the van 
Reenen lands, his feeling towards his wife had 
sunk, without forgiveness for her failure to bear 
him his regiment of sons, to mere indifference. 
It was, in fact, almost with contempt that he 
sought, in the distant past, proof that Aantje 
had gone to the devil with Mijnheer. If there 
were now secret meetings between Klaas and 
Mijnheer had there not been in the past secret 
meetings between Aantje and Mijnheer? If she 
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had known Mijnheer while in service in Plat- 
kops dorp before her marriage had she not 
known him afterwards too? Yes, he could see it 
now. That change which had come upon her 
in the early months of her marriage and which 
he had taken as victory for himself had been no 
victory won by him. It had been simply the 
penitence of the sinner which comes from the 
fear of discovery. 

So he read it now —and in that victory that 
_ was no victory, in that meekness that was but 
a secret and fearful repentance, saw himself 
mocked by his wife Aantje as, through all these 
years, he had been mocked by Mijnheer in 
Platkops dorp and by God in heaven. Yes, with 
Klaas as their single weapon, through all these 
years of his futile labour, had God and Mijnheer 
and Aantje mocked him. But they should mock 
him no longer. Their mockery should cease, 
and he himself, the first and the last of the 
Pienaars of Volharding, would end it. 

So, in the clear and terrible ‘daylight’ of his 
madness Piet came to his resolve. 
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... When he came down from the loft Piet 
crossed the yard where Aantje was stamp- 
ing mealies for the evening meal, entered his 
harness-room for a moment, and came out again 
with his gun. By the side of the mealie-stamper 
he paused, gazing fixedly at Aantje as if 
by gazing at her he might force her to read all 
that was now made clear to him. But in his gaze 
Aantje could read no knowledge of her sin, for 
she was innocent of sin: no accusation of 
mockery, for she was innocent of mockery. She 
could see only that his strange illness was again 
upon him —and that she must not attempt to 
ease him of his distress lest by doing so she 
should aggravate it. But as she paused in her 
work, waiting for him to break the silence, her 
faded eyes filled slowly with unaccustomed 
tears, and in spite of her effort at restraint a cry 
was wrung from her: ‘Piet, Piet! What is it 
then, Piet?’ 

“You know well what it is,’ answered Piet. 
‘But wait now a little and you will know better.’ 

He said no more, but, turning abruptly, strode 
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out of the yard taking, as Aantje saw, the path 
towards the van Reenen boundary along which, 
but a short time before, Klaas too had gone. 
For some time, in tears for she knew not what, 
Aantje watched him. At the van Reenen fence 
he came upon the youngest of the bijwoner’s 
children playing with an old rag ball. She saw 
him stop and question the child, saw the child 
point in an upper direction towards the river, 
saw Piet goon. And now suddenly his purpose, 
which had for her only madness to explain it, 
was revealed to her, and flinging down her long 
wooden stamper she began to run—not after 
Piet, for in his rapid stride she could not hope 
to overtake him, but towards the bijwoner’s 
house where surely help for her son would be 
forthcoming... . 

At the bijwoner’s house it was Dientje alone 
whom she found —and there, in less than a 
dozen words, it seemed, in less than a dozen 
seconds, Dientje had grasped her terror and 
was sharing it with her. With scarcely a pause 
in her running, only a change in its dire€tion, 
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Aantje found herself running now towards the 
river at a lower point than that at which Piet 
must reach it, and where, said Dientje, she 
might still find Hendrick and Klaas, who, un- 
known to the child with the ball, had gone there 
first to examine an old water-hole. Dientje 
herself, so much fleeter of foot, would follow 
Piet by a short cut and so overtake him and 
somehow convey a warning to Klaas if Aantje 
had failed to find him... . 

Fleet of foot though Dientje was, Piet, made 
swift by a passion that the very action of striding 
across the veld in pursuit of relief to it seemed 
but to increase, had reached the drift across the 
river before she came within call of him. And 
now, halting there by a tremendous effort of 
will, he sought shelter behind a crumbling 
drought-baked pillar of river-sand to await the 
approach of the bijwoner and his son. Already 
he could hear in the distance the children’s 
voices light and gay in the clear cold air. 
Soon now they would be coming round the 
bend to the drift. Soon now they would be ina 
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line with his pillar, and when Klaas reached 
that line all mockery of him — Piet Pienaar of 
Volharding — should cease. Yes, but a few 
moments more of this cramped torture of body 
and mind must he endure and then would come 
his three-fold triumph — against Aantje, against 
Mijnheer, and against God.... 

So, trembling against the pillar, he awaited 
Klaas’s coming — and as he waited there came 
upon him that sharp prick of the spine, that 
terrifying pressure at the back of his head, that ° 
deadly grip of the unseen and inhuman enemy 
wrought into being by the violence of his own 
emotion. Never before had this inhuman pre- 
sence been so real to him, or his agony so great. 
Never before had it called him by name, yet 
now it gave him ereeting. From the bank 
behind him it came — ‘Piet Pienaar! Piet Pie- 
naar! What would you do then, Piet Pienaar?’ 

He made no answer. He made no movement. 
He must be deaf to this interfering voice if 
Klaas’s voice he would hear — and for Klaas’s 
voice he would listen. But again came the call, 

240 


DOH pe teAn iy Heb ok 


and nearer now —so near indeed that Piet, in 
uncontrollable terror, swung suddenly round, 
jerked his elbow against the crumbling sand, 
lurched forward unsteadily, and fell to the 
astounding, shattering report of his gun. 

When Klaas, running up with the bijwoner, 
reached the sandy drift, Dientje was on her 
knees by Piet’s side. The stricken man looked 
up at the son who had thus, to the last, eluded 
him — but speech was beyond him. So, too, 
perhaps, was hatred. So, too, perhaps, were 
bitterness and unjust suspicion. But none who 
watched him could tell what passed then 
through his mind. In life his thoughts had been 
secret from them, and so now they were on the 
threshold of death. All that was known and 
could afterwards be told was that, with his last 
conscious movement, it was towards Dientje 
and away from his son that he turned ~ and 
under her compassionate gaze that he closed his 
eyes upon the world. 
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22, MARIUS THE EPICUREAN 
by Walter Pater 


4 Walter Pater was at the same time a scholar of wide sympathies 
and a master of the English language. In this, his best known 
work, he describes with rare delicacy of feeling and insight the 
religious and philosophic tendencies of the Roman Empire at 
the time of Antoninus Pius as they affected the mind and life of 

the story’s hero. 


24. THE WHITE SHIP Stories 
by Aino Kallas 
With an Introduction by JoHN GALSWORTHY 
- § ‘The writer has an extraordinary sense of atmosphere.’ 
Times Literary Supplement 
‘ Stories told convincingly and well, with a keen perception for 
natural beauty.’ Nation 


25. MULTITUDE AND SOLITUDE A Novel 
by John Masefield 


§ * As well conceived and done, as rich in observation of the 
world, as profound where it needs to be profound, as any novel 
of recent writing.’ Ouzlook 
‘This is no common book. It is a book which not merely 
‘ touches vital things. It is vital.’ Daily News 


26. SPRING SOWING Stories 
by Liam O’Flaherty 
§ ‘Nothing seems to escape Mr. O’Flaherty’s eye; his brain 
turns ail things to drama; and his vocabulary is like a river in 
spate. Spring Scwing is a book to buy, or to borrow, or, yes, 
to steal.’ Bookman 


27. WILLIAM A Novel 
by E. H. Young 
§ ‘An extraordinary good book, penetrating and bexutiful.’ 
Allan Monkhouse 
‘ All its characters are very real and alive, and William himself 
is a masterpiece.” May Sinclair 


28. THE COUNTRY OF THE POINTED FIRS 
by Sarah Orne Jewett 
@ ‘The young student of American literature in the far distant 
future will take up this book and say “a masterpiece!” as 
proudly as ifhe had made it. It will be a message ina universal 
language—the one message that even the scythe of Time spares.’ 
From the Preface by WilLa CATHER 


29. GRECIAN ITALY 
by Henry James Forman 
§ “Tt has been said that if you were shown Taormina in a vision 
you would not believe it. If the reader has been in Grecian 
Italy before he reads this book, the magic of its pages will revive 
old memories and induce a severe attack of nostalgia.’ From 
the Preface by W. FESTING JONES 


30. WUTHERING HEIGHTS 
by Emily Bronté 
§ «It isa very great book. You may read this grim story of lost 
and thwarted human creatures on a moor at any age and come 
under its sway.’ From the Introduction by ROSE MACAULAY 


31. ON A CHINESE SCREEN 
by W. Somerset Maugham 
§ A collection of sketches of life in China. Mr. Somerset 
Maugham writes with equal certainty and vigour whether his 
characters are Chinese or European. ‘There is a tenderness 
and humour about the whole book which makes the reader turn 
eagerly to the next page for more. 


32. A FARMER'S LIFE 
by George Bourne 

@ The life story of a tenant-farmer of fifty years ago in which the 
author of The Bettesworth Book and The Memoirs of a Surrey 
Labourer draws on his memory for a picture of the every-day 
life of his immediate forebears, the Smiths, farmers and handi- 
craft men, who lived and died on the border of Surrey and 

Hampshire. 


33. TWO PLAYS. The Cherry Orchard & The Sea Gull 
by Anton Tchekoff. ‘Translated by George 
Calderon 


§ Tchekoff had that fine comedic spirit which relishes the incon- 
gruity between the actual disorder of the world with the under- 
lying order. He habitually mingled tragedy (which is life seen 
close at hand) with comedy (which is life seen at a distance). 

His plays are tragedies with the texture of comedy. 


34. THE MONK AND THE HANGMAN’S 
DAUGHTER 
by Adolphe Danziger de Castro and Ambrose Bierce 
§ ‘ They are stories which the discerning are certain to welcome. 
They are evidence of very unusual powers, and when once 
they have been read the reader will feel himself impelled to 
dig out more from the same pen.’ Westminster Gazette 


35. CAPTAIN MARGARET A Novel: 
by John Masefield 


§ «His style is crisp, curt and vigorous. He hasthe Stevensonian 
sea-swagger, the Stevensonian sense of beauty and poetic spirit. 
Mr. Masefield’s descriptions ring true and his characters carry 

conviction.” The Observer 


36. BLUE WATER 
by Arthur Sturges Hildebrand 


4 This book gives the real feeling of life on a small cruising yacht ; 
the nights on deck with the sails against the sky, long fights with 
head winds by mountainous coasts to safety in forlorn little island 

ports, and constant adventure free from care. 


37. STORIES FROM DE MAUPASSANT 
Translated by Elizabeth Martindale 

§ ‘His “story ” engrosses the non-critical, it holds the critical too 
at the first reading.... That is the real test of art, and it is 
because of the inobtrusiveness of this workmanship, that for once 
the critic and the reader may join hands without awaiting the 
verdict of posterity.” From the Introduction by FORD MaDOx 

FORD 


38. WHILE THE BILLY BOILS First Series 
by Henry Lawson 
§ These stories are written by the O. Henry of Australia. They 
tell of men and dogs, of cities and plains, of gullies and ridges, 
of sorrow and happiness, and of the fundamental goodness that 
is hidden in the most unpromising of human soil. 


*& 


39. WHILE THE BILLY BOILS Second Series 
by Henry Lawson 
4 Mr. Lawson has the uncanny knack of making the people he 
writes about almost violently alive. Whether he tells of jackeroos, 
bush children or drovers’ wives, each one lingers in the memory 
long after we have closed the book. 


41. IN MOROCCO 
by Edith Wharton 
§ Morocco is a land of mists and mysteries, of trailing silver veils 
through which minarets, mighty towers, hot palm groves and 


Atlas snows peer and disappear at the will of the Atlantic cloud- 
drifts. 


42. GLEANINGS IN BUDDHA-FIELDS 
by Lafcadio Hearn 
§ A book which is readable from first page to last, and is full of 
suggestive thought, the essays on Japanese religious belief calling 
for special praise for the earnest spirit in which the subject is 
approached. 
47 200 12OR (Chk BAST 
by Lafcadio Hearn 
§ Mr. Hearn has written many books about Japan; he is saturated 
with the essence of its beauty, and in this book the light and 
colour and movement of that land drips from his pen in every 
delicately conceived and finely written sentence. 


44. KWAIDAN 
by Lafcadio Hearn 
§ The marvellous tales which Mr. Hearn has told in this volume 
illustrate the wonder-living tendency of the Japanese. The 
atories are of goblins, fairies and sprites, with here and there an 
adventure into the field of unveiled supernaturalism. 


45. THE CONQUERED 
by Naomi Mitchison 
A story of the Gauls under Cesar 
§ ‘With The Conquered Mrs. Mitchison establishes herself as the 
best, if not the only, English historical novelist now writing. 
It seems to me in many respects the most attractive and poignant 
historical novel I have ever read.’ New Statesman 


46. WHEN THE BOUGH BREAKS 
by Naomi Mitchison 
Stories of the time when Rome was crumbling to ruin 
{ ‘Interesting, delightful, and fresh as morning dew. The 
connoisseur in short stories will turn to some pages in this 
volume again and again with renewed relish.’ Times Literary 
Supplement 


47. THE FLYING BO’SUN 
by Arthur Mason 


€ ‘What makes the book remarkable is the imaginative power 

which has re-created these events so vividly that even the 

supernatural ones come with the shock and the conviction 

with which actual supernatural events might come.’ From the 
Introduction by EDWIN MUIR 


48. LATER DAYS 
by W. H. Davies 
A pendant to The Autobiography of a Super-Tramp 
@ ‘The self-portrait is given with disarming, mysterious, and 
baffling directness, and the writing has the same disarmingness 
and simpleness.’ Odserver 


49. THE EYES OF THE PANTHER Stories 
by Ambrose Bierce 


{ It is said that these tales were originally rejected by virtually 
every publisher in the country. Bierce was a strange man; 
in 1914 at the age of seventy-one he set out for Mexico and 
has never been heard of since. His stories are as strange as 
his life, but this volume shows him as a master of his art. 


so. IN DEFENCE OF WOMEN 
by H. L. Mencken 


@ * All I design by the book is to set down in more or less plain 
form certain ideas that practically every civilized man and 
woman holds iz petto, but that have been concealed hitherto 
by the vast mass of sentimentalities swathing the whole woman 

question.” From the Author's Introduction 


51. VIENNESE MEDLEY A Novel 
by Edith O’Shaughnessy 


§ ‘It is told with infinite tenderness, with many touches of grave 
or poignant humour, in a very beautiful book, which no lover 
of fiction should allow to pass unread. A book which sets its 
writer definitely in the first rank of living English novelists.’ 

Sunday Times 


53. THE INFAMOUS JOHN FRIEND 
by Mrs. R. S. Garnett 


| This book, though in form an historical novel, claims to rank 
as a psychological study. It is an attempt to depict a character 
which, though destitute of the common virtues of every-day 
life, is gifted with qualities that compel love and admiration. 


54. HORSES AND MEN 
by Sherwood Anderson 


§ ‘Horses and Men confirms our indebtedness to the publishers who 
are introducing his work here. It has a unity beyond that of 
its constant Middle-west setting. Aman of poetic vision, with 
an intimate knowledge of particular conditions of life, here 
looks out upon a world that seems singularly material only 
because he unflinchingly accepts its actualities.” Morning Post 


65. SELECTED ESSAYS 
by Samuel Butler 


@ This volume contains the following essays : 

The Humour of Homer How to Make the Best of Life 
Quis Desiderio . . .? The Sanctuary of Montrigone 
Ramblings in Cheapside A Medieval Girls’ School 
The Aunt, the Nieces, and Art in the Valley of Saas 

the Dog Thought and Language 


56. A POET’S PILGRIMAGE 
by W. H. Davies 


© A Poet's Pilgrimage recounts the author’s impressions of his 

native Wales on his return after many years’ absence. He tells of 

a walking tour during which he stayed in cheap rooms and ate 

in the small wayside inns. ‘The result isa vivid picture of the 
Welsh people, the towns and countryside. 


57- GLIMPSES OF UNFAMILIAR JAPAN. First 
Series 


by Lafcadio Hearn 


§ Most books written about Japan have been superficial sketches of 
a passing traveller. Of the inner life of the Japanese we know 
practically nothing, their religion, superstitions, ways of thought. 
Lafcadio Hearn reveals something of the people and their 

customs as they are. 


58. GLIMPSES OF UNFAMILIAR JAPAN. Second 
Series 


by Lafcadio Hearn 


© Sketches by an acute observer and a master of English prose, of a 
Nation in transition—of the lingering remains of Old Japan, 
to-day only a memory, of its gardens, its beliefs, customs, gods 
and devils, of its wonderful kindliness and charm—and of 
the New Japan, struggling against odds towards new ideals. 


59. LHE TRAVELS OF MARCO POLO 
Edited by Manuel Komroff 

§ When Marco Polo arrived at the court of the Great Khan, 
Pekin had just been rebuilt. Kublai Khan was at the height of 
his glory. Polo rose rapidly in favour and became governor of 
an important district. In this way he gained first-hand know- 
ledge of a great civilization and described it with astounding 

accuracy and detail. 


60. SELECTED PREJUDICES. Second Series 
by H. L. Mencken 


§ ‘What a master of the straight left in appreciation! Everybody 
who wishes to see how common sense about books and authors 
can be made exhilarating should acquire this delightful book.’ 

Morning Post 


61. THE WORLD’S BACK DOORS 
by Max Murray 
With an introduction by HECTOR BOLITHO 
§ This book is not an account so much of places as of people. 
The journey round the world was begun with about enough 
money to buy one meal, and continued for 66,000 miles. 
There are periods as a longshore man and as a sailor, and a 
Chinese guard and a night watchman, and as a hobo. 


62. THEEVOLUTION OF AN INTELLECTUAL 
by J. Middleton Murry 


§ These essays were written during and immediately after the 
Great War. The author says that they record the painful stages 
by which he passed from the so-called intellectual state to the 
state of being what he now considers to be a reasonable man. 


63. THE RENAISSANCE 
by Walter Pater 


§ This English classic contains studies of those ‘supreme 
artists,” Michelangelo and Da Vinci, and of Botticelli, Della 
Robia, Mirandola, and others, who ‘ have a distinct faculty of 
their own by which they convey to us a peculiar quality of 
pleasure which we cannot get elsewhere.’ There is no 
romance or subtlety in the work of these masters too fine for 

Pater to distinguish in superb English. 


64. THE ADVENTURES OF A WANDERER 
by Sydney Walter Powell 
§ Throwing up a position in the Civil Service in Natal because 
he preferred movement and freedom to monotony and 
security, the author started his wanderings by enlisting in an 
Indian Ambulance Corps in the South African War. After- 
wards he wandered all over the world. 


65. ‘RACUNDRA’S’ FIRST CRUISE 
by Arthur Ransome 
§ This is the story of the building of an ideal yacht which 
would be a cruising boat that one man could manage if need 
be, but on which three people could live comfortably. The 
adventures of the cruise are skilfully and vividly told. 


66. THE MARTYRDOM OF MAN 
by Winwood Reade 


4 «Few sketches of universal history by one single author have 
been written. One book that has influenced me very strongly 
is The Martyrdom of Man. ‘This “‘ dates,” as people say now- 
adays, and it has a fine gloom of its own; but it is still an 
extraordinarily inspiring presentation of human history as one 
consistent process. H.G. Wells in The Outline of History 


67. THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF MARK 
RUTHERFORD 


With an introduction by H. w. MASSINGHAM 


¥ Because of its honesty, delicacy and simplicity of portraiture, 

this book has always had a curious grip upon the affections 

of its readers. An English Amiel, inheriting to his comfort 

an English Old Crome landscape, he freed and strengthened his 
own spirit as he will his reader’s. 


68. THE DELIVERANCE 
by Mark Rutherford 


4 Once read, Hale White [Mark Rutherford] is never forgotten. 
But he is not yet approached through the highways of English 
letters. To the lover of his work, nothing can be more attrac- 
tive than the pure and serene atmosphere of thought in which 

his art moves. 


69. THE REVOLUTION IN TANNER’S LANE 
by Mark Rutherford 


4 ‘Since Bunyan, English Puritanism has produced one imagina- 
tive genius of the highest order. "To my mind, our fiction 
contains no more perfectly drawn pictures of English life in its 
recurring emotional contrast of excitement and repose more 
valuable to the historian, or more stimulating to the imaginative 

reader.” H. W. Massingham 


70. ASPECTS OF SCIENCE. First Series 
by J. W.N. Sullivan 


§ Although they deal with different aspects of various scientific 
ideas, the papers which make up this volume do illustrate, 
more or less, one point of view. ‘This book tries to show one 
or two of the many reasons why science may be interesting for 
people who are not specialists as well as for those who are. 


71. MASTRO-DON GESUALDO 
Giovanni Verga. ‘Translated by D. H. Lawrence 


§ Verga, who died in 1922, is recognized as one of the greatest of 
Italian writers of fiction. He can claim a place beside Hardy 
and the Russians. ‘It is a fine full tale, a fine, full picture of 
life, with a bold beauty of its own which Mr. Lawrence must 

have relished greatly as he translated it.”? Odserver 


72. THE MISSES MALLETT 
by E. H. Young 


§ The virtue of this quiet and accomplished piece of writing 
lies in its quality and in its character-drawing; to summarize 
it would be to give no idea of its charm. Neither realism nor 

romance, it is a book by a writer of insight and sensibility. 


73. SELECTED ESSAYS. First-Series 
by Sir Edmund Gosse, C.B. 


§ ‘The prose of Sir Edmund Gosse is as rich in the colour of 
young imagination as in the mellow harmony of judgment. Sir 
Edmund Gosse’s literary kit-kats will continue to be read with 
avidity long after the greater part of the academic criticism of 
the century is swept away upon the lumber-heap.’ Daily 

Telegraph 


74. WHERE THE BLUE BEGINS 
by Christopher Morley 


§ A delicious satirical fantasy, in which humanity wears a dog- 
collar. 
‘Mr. Morley is a master of consequent inconsequence. His 
humour and irony are excellent, and his satire is only the more 
salient for the delicate and ingenuous fantasy in which it is set.’ 
Manchester Guardian 


76. CONFESSIONS OF A YOUNG MAN 
by George Moore 


§ «Mr. Moore, true to his period and to his genius, stripped 
himself of everything that might stand between him and the 
achievement of his artistic object. He does not ask you to 
admire this George Moore. He merely asks you to observe 
him beyond good and evil as a constant plucked from the 

bewildering flow of eternity.” Humbert Wolfe 


77. THE BAZAAR. Stories 
by Martin Armstrong 


§ ‘ These stories have considerable range of subject, but in general 
they are stay-at-home tales, depicting cloistered lives and deli- 
cate finely fibred minds. ... Mr. Armstrong writes beauti- 

fully.” Nation and Atheneum 


78. SIDE SHOWS. Essays 
by J. B. Atkins 
With an Introduction by JAMES BONE 


§ Mr. J. B. Atkins was war correspondent in four wars, the London 
editor of a great English paper, then Paris correspondent of 
another, and latterly the editor of the Spectator. His subjects 

in Side Shows are briefly London and the sea. 


7O=oHORT, TALKS WITH THE DEAD 
by Hilaire Belloc 


§ In these essays Mr. Belloc attains his usual high level of pungent 
and witty writing. The subjects vary widely and include an 
imaginary talk with the spirits of Charles I, the barber of Louis 
XIV, and Napoleon, Venice, fakes, eclipses, Byron, and thc 

famous dissertation on the Nordic Man. 


80. ORIENT EXPRESS 
by John dos Passos 


§ This book will be read because, as well as being the temperature 
chart ofan unfortunate sufferer from the travelling disease, it deals 
with places shaken by the heavy footsteps of History, manifest- 
ing itself as usual by plague, famine, murder, sudden death and 
depreciated currency. Underneath the book is an ode to 

railroad travel. 


81, SELECTED ESSAYS. Second Series 
by Sir Edmund Gosse, C.B. 


§ A second volume of essays personally chosen by Sir Edmund 
Gosse from the wide field of his literary work. One is de- 
lighted with the width of his appreciation which enables him 
to write with equal charm on Wycherley and on How to 

Read the Bible. 


82. ON THE EVE 

by Ivan Turgenev. Translated by Constance 
Garnett 
J In his characters is something of the width and depth which 
so astounds us in the creations of Shakespeare. Oz the Eve is 
a quiet work, yet over which the growing consciousness of 
coming events casts its heavy shadow. ‘Turgenev, even as he 
sketched the ripening love of a young girl, has made us feel the 
dawning aspirations of a nation. 


83. FATHERS AND CHILDREN 

by Ivan Turgenev. ‘Translated by Constance 
Garnett 
4 ‘As a piece of art Fathers and Children is the most powerful of 
all Turgenev’s works. ‘The figure of Bazarov is not only the 
political centre of the book, but a figure in which the eternal 
tragedy of man’s impotence and insignificance is realized in 
scenes of a most ironical human drama.’ Edward Garnett 


84. SMOKE 
by Ivan Turgenev. ‘Translated by Constance 
Garnett 
{ In this novel Turgenev sees and reflects, even in the shifting 
phases of political life, that which is universal in human nature. 
His work is compassionate, beautiful, unique; in the sight 
of his fellow-craftsmen always marvellous and often perfect. 


Sx, PORGY. tac Tale 
by du Bose Heyward 
4 This fascinating book gives a vivid and intimate insight into the 
lives of a group of American negroes, from whom Porgy stands 
out, rich in humour and tragedy. ‘The author’s description of 
a hurricane is reminiscent in its power. 


86. FRANCE AND THE FRENCH 
by Sisley Huddleston 


§ ‘There has been nothing of its kind published since the War. 
His book is a repository of facts marshalled with judgment; 
as such it should assist in clearing away a whole maze of mis- 
conceptions and prejudices, and serve as a sort of pocket 
encyclopedia of modern France.’ Times Literary Supplement 


88. CLOUD CUCKOO LAND. A Novel of Sparta 
by Naomi Mitchison 
§ «Rich and frank in passions, and rich, too, in the detail 
which helps to make feigned life seem real.’ Times Literary 
Supplement 


89. A PRIVATE IN THE GUARDS 
by Stephen Graham 


§ In his own experiences as a soldier Stephen Graham has con- 
served the half-forgotten-emotions of a nationin arms. Above 
all he makes us feel the stark brutality and horror of actual war, 
the valour which is more than valour, and the disciplined 
endurance which is human and therefore the more terrifying. 


90. -EHUNDERYVON ‘THE LEFT 
by Christopher Morley 
§ ‘It is personal to every reader, it will become for every one a 
reflection of himself. I fancy that here, as always where work 
is fine and true, the author has created something not as he 
would but as he must, and is here an interpreter of a world more 


wonderful than he himself knows.’ Hugh Walpole 


91. THE MOON AND SIXPENCE 
by Somerset Maugham 
§ A remarkable picture of a genius. 
‘Mr. Maugham has given us a ruthless and penetrating study 
in personality with a savage truthfulness of delineation and an 
icy contempt for the heroic and the sentimental.’ THe Times 


92. THE CASUARINA TREE 
by W. Somerset Maugham 


§ Intensely dramatic stories in which the stain of the East falls 
deeply on the lives of English menand women. Mr. Maugham 
remains cruelly aloof from his characters. On passion and its 
culminating tragedy he looks with unmoved detachment, ringing 

the changes without comment and yet with little cynicism. 


93. A POOR MAN’S HOUSE 
by Stephen Reynolds 
§ Vivid and intimate pictures of a Devonshire fisherman’s life. 
‘Compact, harmonious, without a single—I won’t say false— 
but uncertain note, true in aim, sentiment and expression, 
precise and imaginative, never precious, but containing here 
and there an absolutely priceless phrase... .” Foseph Conrad 


94. WILLIAM BLAKE 
by Arthur Symons 


§ When Blake spoke the first word of the nineteenth century 
there was none to hear it; and now that his message has pene- 
trated the world, and is slowly re-making it, few are conscious 
of the man who first voiced it. This lack of knowledge is 

remedied in Mr. Symons’ work. 


95. A LITERARY PILGRIM IN ENGLAND 
by Edward Thomas 


§ A book about the homes and resorts of English writers, from 
John Aubrey, Cowper, Gilbert White, Cobbett, Wordsworth, 
Burns, Borrow and Lamb, to Swinburne, Stevenson, Mere- 
dith, W. H. Hudson and H. Belloc. Each chapter is a minia- 
ture biography and at the same time a picture of the man and 


his work and environment. 
e 


96. NAPOLEON?) THE LAST PHASE 
by The Earl of Rosebery 


© Ofbooks and memoirs about Napoleon there is indeed no end, 

but of the veracious books such as this there are remarkably 

few. It aims to penetrate the deliberate darkness which sur- 
rounds the last act of the Napoleonic drama. 


o7 THE POCKEF BOOK OF POEMS AND 
SONGS FOR THE OPEN AIR 
Compiled by Edward Thomas 
§ This anthology is meant to please those lovers of poetry and the 
country who like a book that can always lighten some of their 
burdens or give wings to their delight, whether in the open air 
by day, or under the roof at evening ; in it is gathered much of 
the finest English poetry. 
98. SAFETY PINS: ESSAYS 
by Christopher Morley 
With an Introduction by H. M. TOMLINSON 
_§ Very many readers will be glad of the opportunity to meet Mr. 
Morley in the réle of the gentle essayist. He is an author who 
is content to move among his fellows, to note, to reflect, and to 
write genially and urbanely; to love words for their sound as 
well as for their value in expression of thought. 


oo. PHEBEAGK*SOUL » A Novel 
by Liam O'Flaherty 
§ «The Black Soul overwhelms one like a storm. . . . Nothing 
like it has been written by any Irish writer.’ “AL” in The 
Irish Statesman 
lOO; CURIS PINA ALBERTAS FATHER: 
A Novel 
by H..G. Wells 
§ «At first reading the book is utterly beyond criticism; all the 
characters are delightfully genuine.’ Spectator 
‘ Brimming over with Wellsian insight, humour and invention. 
No one but Mr. Wells could have written the whole book and 
given it such verve and sparkle. Westminster Gazette 
ro? LH GRUB STREET “NIGHTS 
ENTERTAINMENTS 
by J. C. Squire 
@ Stories of literary life, told with a breath of fantasy and 
gaily ironic humour. Each character lives, and is the more 
lively for its touch of caricature. From Tie Man Who Kept 
a Diary to The Man Who Wrote Free Verse, these tales 
constitute Mr. Squire’s most delightful ventures in fiction; 
and the conception of the book itself is unique. 


103. ORIENTAL ENCOUNTERS 
by Marmaduke Pickthall 


bs In Oriental Encounters, Mr. Pickthall relives his earlier man- 

hood’s discovery of Arabia and sympathetic encounters with 

the Eastern mind. He is one of the few travellers who really 
bridges the racial gulf. 


105. THE MOTHER: A Novel 
by Grazia Deledda 
With an introduction by pv. H, LAWRENCE 
§ An unusual book, both in its story and its setting in a remote 
Sardinian hill village, half civilized and superstitious. The 
action of the story takes place so rapidly and the actual 
drama is so interwoven with the mental conflict, and all 
so forced by circumstances, that it is almost Greek in its 
simple and inevitable tragedy. 


106. TRAVELLER’S JOY: An Anthology 
by W. G. Waters 


§ This anthology has been selected for publication in the 
Travellers’ Library from among the many collections of verse 
because of its suitability for the traveller, particularly the 
summer and autumn traveller, who would like to carry with 

him some store of literary provender. 


107. SHIPMATES: Essays 
by Felix Riesenberg 


4 A collection of intimate character portraits of men with whom 
the author has sailed on many voyages. The sequence of 
studies blends into a fascinating panorama of living characters. 


108. THE CRICKET MATCH 
by Hugh de Selincourt 

§ Through the medium of a cricket match the author endeavours 
to give a glimpse of life in a Sussex village. First we have a 
bird’s-eye view at dawn of the village nestling under the Downs; 
then we see the players awaken in all the widely different 
circumstance of their various lives, pass the morning, assemble 
on the field, play their game, united for a few hours, as men 

should be, by a common purpose—and at night disperse. 


109. RARE ADVENTURES AND PAINEFULL 
PEREGRINATIONS (1582-1645) 
by William Lithgow 
Edited, and with an Introduction by B. 1. LAWRENCE 
§ This is the book of a seventeenth-century Scotchman who 
walked over the Levant, North Africa and most of Europe, 
including Spain, where he was tortured by the Inquisition. 
An unscrupulous man, full of curiosity, his comments are 
diverting and penetrating, his adventures remarkable. 
110, THE END OF, A CHAPTER 
by Shane Leslie 


4 In this, his most famous book, Mr. Shane Leslie has preserved 
for future generations the essence of the pre-war epoch, its 
institutions and individuals. He writes of Eton, of the Empire, 
of Post-Victorianism, of the Politicians.... And whatever 

he touches upon, he brilliantly interprets. 

111. SAILING ACROSS EUROPE 

by Negley Farson 
With an Introduction by FRANK MORLEY 

§ A voyage of six months in a ship, its one and only cabin 
measuring 8 feet by 6 feet, up the Rhine, down the Danube, 
passing from one to the other by the half-forgotten Ludwig’s 
Canal. ‘To think of and plan such a journey was a fine 
imaginative effort and to write about it interestingly is no 

mean accomplishment. 

112, MEN, BOOKS AND BIRDS—Letters to a friend 

by W. H. Hudson 
With Notes, some Letters, and an Introduction by 
MORLEY ROBERTS 


§ An important collection of letters from the naturalist to his 

friend, literary executor and fellow-author, Morley Roberts, 
covering a period of twenty-five years. 
113. PLAYS ACTING AND MUSIC 
by Arthur Symons 

4 This book deals mainly with music and with the various arts of 
the stage. Mr. Arthur Symons shows how each art has its 
own laws, its own limits; these it is the business of the critic 
jealously to distinguish. Yet in the study of art as art, it 
should be his endeavour to master the universal science of beauty. 


114. ITALIAN BACKGROUNDS 
by Edith Wharton 
§ Mrs. Wharton’s perception of beauty and her grace of writing 
are matters of general acceptance. Her book gives us pictures 
of mountains and rivers, monks, nuns and saints. 
115. FLOWERS AND ELEPHANTS 
by Constance Sitwell. With an Introduction by 
E. M. Forster 


§ Mrs. Sitwell has known India well, and has filled her pages 
with many vivid little pictures, and with sounds and scents. 
But it is the thread on which her impressions are strung that 
is so fascinating, a thread so delicate and rare that the slightest 

clumsiness in definition would snap it. 

116. THE MOON OF THE CARIBBEES: and 

Other Plays of the Sea 
by Eugene O’Neill. With an Introduction by St. 
John Ervine 

§ ‘Mr. O'Neill is immeasurably the most interesting man of 

letters that America has produced since the death of Walt 
Whitman.’ From the Introduction. 


117. BETWEEN EARTH AND SKY. Stories of 
Gypsies 
by Konrad Bercovici. With an Introduction by 
A. E. Coppard 


§ Konrad Bercovici, through his own association with gipsies, 
together with a magical intuiton of their lives, is able to give 
us some unforgettable pictures of those wanderers who, having 

no home anywhere, are at home everywhere. 

ro, THE. HOUSE WiTe bab GREEN 

SHUTTERS 
by George Douglas. With an Introduction by 
Jo Baarriestley 


§ This powerful and moving story of life in a small Scots burgh 
is one of the grimmest studies of realism in all modern fiction. 
The author flashes a cold and remorseless searchlight upon the 
backbitings, jealousies, and intrigues of the townsfolk, and his 
story stands as a classic antidote to the sentimentalism of the 

kailyard school. 


119. FRIDAY NIGHTS 
by Edward Garnett 


§ ‘Mr. Garnett is “the critic as artist,” sensitive alike to 
elemental nature and the subtlest human variations. His 
book sketches for us the possible outlines of a new humanism, 

a fresh valuation of both life and art.” The Times. 


120. DIVERSIONS IN SICILY 
by Henry Festing Jones 


§ Shortly before his sudden and unexpected death, Mr. Festing 
Jones chose out Diversions in Sicily for reprinting in the 
Travellers’ Library from among his three books of mainly 
Sicilian sketches and studies. ‘These chapters, as well as 
any that he wrote, recapture the wisdom, charm, and 

humour of their author. 


121. DAYS IN THE SUN: A Cricketer’s Book. 
by Neville Cardus. 


§ These sketches were first published in 4 Cricketer’s Book 
(1922) and in Days in the Sum (1924), they have now been 
revised for re-issue in The Travellers’ Library. ‘The author 
says ‘the intention of this book is modest — it should be taken as a 
rather freely compiled journal of happy experiences which have 

come my way on our cricket fields.’ 


122, COMBED OUT 
by F. A. Voigt 


§ This account of life in the army in 1917-18 both at home and 
in France is written with a telling incisiveness. ‘The author 
does not indulge in an unnecessary word, but packs in just the 

right details with an intensity of feeling that is infectious. 


123. CONTEMPORARIES OF MARCO POLO 
edited by Manuel Komroff 


§ This volume comprises the Travel Records in the Eastern parts 
of the world of William of Rubruck (1253-1255), the Journey 
of John of Pian de Carpini (1245-1247), the Journey of Friar 
Odoric (1318-1330). They describe the marvels and won- 

ders of Asia under the Khans. 


124. TENNYSON 
by Hugh T’Anson Fausset 


§ Mr. Fausset’s study of Tennyson’s qualities as poet, man, and 
moralist is by implication a study of some of the predominant 
characteristics of the Victorian age. His book, however, is as 
pictorial as it is critical, being woven, to quote Tue Times, 

‘like an arras of delicate colour and imagery.’ 


125. CAPTIVES OF TIPU: SURVIVORS’ NARRA- 
TIVES 
edited by A. W. Lawrence 


§ Three records of heroic endurance, which were hitherto unob- 
tainable at a reasonable price. In addition to the well-known 
storics of Bristow and Scurry, a soldier and a seaman, who were 
forcibly Mohammedanized and retained in the service of Mysore 
till their escape after ten years, extracts are given from an officer’s 

diary of his close imprisonment at Seringapatam. 


126. MEMOIRS OF A SLAVE-TRADER 
by Theodore Canot. Set down by Brantz Mayer 
and now edited by A. W. Lawrence 


§ In 1854 a cosmopolitan adventurer, who knew Africa at the 
worst period of its history, dictated this sardonic account of 
piracy and mutiny, of battles with warships or rival traders, and 
of the fantastic lives of European and half-caste slavers on 

the West Coast. 


127, BLACK LAUGHTER 

by Llewelyn Powys. Author of Skin for Skin, 
CtCe 
§ Black Laughter is a kind of Robinson Crusoe of the continent of 
Africa. Indeed, Llewelyn Powys resembles Daniel Defoe in 
the startlingly realistic manner in which he conveys the actual 
feelings of the wild places he describes. You actually share the 
sensations of a sensitive and artistic nature suddenly transplanted 
from a peaceful English village into the heart of Africa. 


128. THE INFORMER 
by Liam O’Flaherty. Author of Spring Sowing, etc. 
§ This realistic novel of the Dublin underworld is generally con- 
ceded to be Mr. O’F laherty’s most outstanding book. It is to 
be produced as a film by British International Pictures, who 
regard it as one of the most ambitious of their efforts. 


129. THE BEADLE. A novel of South Africa 
by Pauline Smith. Author of The Little Karoo 
§ <A story of great beauty, and told with simplicity and tenderness 
that makes it linger in the memory, It is a notable contribution 
to the literature of the day.’ Morzing Post. 


130. FISHMONGER’S FIDDLE. Short Stories 
by A. E. Coppard. Author of The Black Dog, 
Silver Circus, etc. 
4 ‘In definite colour and solid strength his work suggests that of 
the old Dutch Masters. Mr. Coppard is a born story-teller.’ 
Times Literary Supplement. 


132. WANDERINGS AND EXCURSIONS 
by The Rt. Hon, J. Ramsay MacDonald 
§ Mr. Ramsay MacDonald has been a wide traveller and reader, 
and has an uncommon power of bringing an individual eye - 
the eye of the artist — to bear upon whatever he sees. 


133. WAYFARING 
by Alice Meynell 


§ ‘Her essays have the merit of saying just enough of the subject, 
and they can be read repeatedly. The surprise coming from 
that combined grace of manner and sanity of thought is like 
one’s dream of what the recognition of a new truth would be.’ 
Some of the essays, so described by George Meredith, are here 

collected in book-form for the first time. 


134. MILITARY MEMOIRS (1672-1713) 
by Captain George Carleton. Edited by A. W. 


Lawrence 


§ A cheerful sidelight on the war of the Spanish Succession, with a 
remarkable literary history. Johnson praised the book, Scott 
edited it, and then the critics declared it to be fiction and sug- 
gested Defoe or Swift as the author; now it has come into its 
own again as one of the most vivid records of a soldier’s actual 

experiences. 


135. BOOKS AND AUTHORS 
by Robert Lynd 


§ Critical essays on great writers of modern and other times. 
Among the modern writers we have appreciations of Mr. Max 
Beerbohm, Mr. Arnold Bennett and Mr. H. M. Tomlinson, 
while Herrick, Keats, Charles Lamb and Hawthorne are a few 

of the classical writers who are criticised in the book. 


136, A GIPSY OF THE HORN 
by Rex Clements 


§ A true and spirited account of a phase of sea-life now passing, if 
not passed, fascinating from the very vividness and sincerity of 
its telling. Mr. Clements loves the sea, and he makes his 

readers love it. 


137. THE CRIMSON HANDKERCHIEF, and Other 
Stories 

by Comte de Gobineau 

Translated from the French by Henry Longan 
Stuart 
4 The three stories included in this volume mark the flood tide of 
Comte de Gobineau’s unique and long-neglected genius. Not 
even Nietzsche has surpassed him in a love of heroic characters 
and unfettered wills — or in his contempt for bourgeois virtues 
and vices, 


138. A COTSWOLD VILLAGE 
by J. Arthur Gibbs 


§ ‘For pure observation of people, places and sports, occupations 
and wild life, the book is admirable. Everything is put down 
freshly from the notebook, and has not gone through any 
deadening process of being written up. ‘There are stories, 
jokes, snatches of conversation, quotations from old diaries, 
odds and ends of a hundred kinds about squires, gamekeepers, 
labourers and their wives. Mr. Gibbs had a real gift for writ- 
ing which was in keeping with his own frank, open-air nature.’ 

Morning Post. 


139. A NINETEENTH-CENTURY CHILDHOOD 
by Mary MacCarthy 


140. MORE OBITER DICTA 
by Augustine Birrell 


Note 
The Travellers’ Library is now published as a joint enterprise by 
Jonathan Cape Ltd. and William Heinemann Ltd. The series 
as a whole or any title in the series can be ordered through book- 
sellers from either Jonathan Cape or William Heinemann. 
Booksellers’ only cate must be not to duplicate their orders. 
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The Press thinks highly of the Series 
* 


‘The Travellers Library maintains its leading place for 
attractive get-up, sound choice of books and steady increase 
in number.’ Times Literary Supplement 


‘The Travellers Library is one of the most startlingly cheap 

series I have come across since the War. The binding is 

in blue and gold, the type is admirable, the books slip into 

the pocket like sea-lions into the water, and best of all, the 

books are just the ones that everyone wants to keep, but 
most of us have mislaid.’ Te Daily Graphic 


‘During the past year we have received with admiration 

some twenty volumes of The Travellers Library, which 

appears under the xgis of Mr. Jonathan Cape. It would 

be a peevish mind that found fault with these delightful 
volumes.’ Country Life 


‘We had as soon have at our bed’s head “twenty bookes” 

clad in the blue and gold of The Travellers’ Library, as all 

limited editions ‘‘printed upon handmade paper, of which 

this is No. 45.”” No more attractive reprints have ever been 
issued at so modest a price.’ British Weekly 


‘The series is beautifully produced—one has come to take 
this as a matter of course with Mr. Cape’s publications.’ 
New Leader 


‘We can recommend him to examine The Travellers’ 
Library. If he does not find something there to entertain 
him, he is hard to please.’ The Nation and The Atheneum 


‘The Travellers’ Library thus admirably selected is printed 

and got up with no less taste and discrimination, and, if 

the British public has not lost its judgment, is sure to be 
a great success.’ Observer 


* 
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